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THE 


FRF ACHE 


WHEN I firſt thought of writing upon this occaſi- 

on, I found the ideas fo great and numerous, 
that I judzed them more proper for the warmth of an 
ode, than for any other 1v:t of poctry: I therefore ſet 
Horace before me for a pattern, and peticulatly his 
famous ode, the fourth of the fourth book, 


Qualem miniſtrum ſulmiais alitem, &c. - 


which he wrote in praiſe of Druſus after his expedition 
into Germany and of Auguitus upon his happy chice 
of that general. And in the following porm, tho' I 
have endeavoured to imitate alt the git fhokés of 
that ode, I have taken the liert, to fo vi Hon it, and 
to add variouſly as the tubjoit my ona imegination 
carry'd me As to the ſtyle the choice | mag ot ole 
lowing the ode in latin, determined me in Engliih to 
the ſtanza; and herein it was imnpolliile not to have 2 
mind to follow our great countrymon Spencer; u 
I have done (as well at icalt as I coal | tn the manner 
of my expieſſion. and the turn of ry nambers: hun? 
only added oe verie to his Hanz, which tthongat an ae 
the number more harmvunious; and avoid tuch or 115 
words, as | found too obivictc, 1 have howeror rota ny 
ed tome few of them, to mare tie cloning wok mor 
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like Spencer. Bebeſt, command; band, army; prow- 
eſs, ſtrength; I weet, I know; I ween, I think; whi- | 
lom, heretoſore; and two or three more of that kind, 
which I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not judge 
my muſe leſs handſome, though for once ſhe appears 
in a farthingale. I have alſo in Spencer's manner, uſed | 
Ceſar for the Emperor, Bcya for Bavaria, Bavar tor 
that prince, Iſter for Danube, Iberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the ode which 1 juſt now men- 
tioned | | 


Gens, quae cremato fortis ab llio 
Jactata Tuſcis acquoribus, &c. 


where Horace praiſes the Romans, as being deſcended 

from Eneas, I have turned to the honour of the Bri- 
tiſh nation. deſcended from Brute, likewiſe a Trojan. 
That this Brute, fourth or fifth from Æneas, ſettled in 
England, and built London, which he called Troja No- 
va, or Troynovante, is a ſtory which (I think) owes 
its original if not to Geoffry of Monmouth, at leaſt to 
the Monkiſh writers, yet is not rejected by our great 
Camden. and is told by Milton, as if (at leaſt) he was 
pleaſed with it; though poſſibly he does not believe it: 
however it carries a poetical authority, which is ſuffici- 
ent for our porpofe. It is as certain that Brute came 
into England, as that X.neas went into Italy: and up- 
on the ſuppoſition of theſe ſacts, Virgil wrote the beſt 
poem that the world ever read, and Spencer paid queen 
Elizabeth the greateſt compliment. 
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I need not obviate one piece of criticiſm, that I bring 
my heroe 


From burning Troy and Xanthus red with blood: 


whereas he was not born, when that city was deſtroyed, 
Virgil, in the caſe of his own Ancas relating to Dido, 
will ſtand as a ſufficient proof, that a man in his poeti- 


cal capacity is not accountable for a little fault in chro- 


nology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spencer, in 
many things reſemble each other: both have a height 
of imagination, and a majeity of expreſſion in deſcribing 
the ſublime; and both know to temper thole talents, 
and ſweeten the deſcription, ſo as to make it lovely as 
well as pompous: both have equally that agreeable 


manner of mixing morality with their tory, and that 


curiofa felicitis in the choice of their diction, which e- 
very writcraimsat, and fo very few have reached : both 
are particularly fine in their imazes, and knowing in 
tl.cir numbers. Leaving therefore our two maſters to 
the conſideration and ſtudy of thoſe whodeſign to excel 
in poctry, I only beg leave to add, that it is long ſince 
I have (or at leaſt ought to have) quitted Parnaſſus, 
and all the flowery roads on that fide the country tho? 


I thought myſelf indiſpenſably obliged, upon the pre- 


ſent occaſion, to take a little journey into thoſe parts. 
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I. 
WIEN great Auguſtus govern'd ancient Rome, 
And ſent his conqu'ring bands to foreign wars ; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home; 
He ſaw his fame increaſing with his years; 
Horace, great bard (ſo fate ordain'd) aroſe; 
And bold, as were his country-men in fight. 
Snatch'd their fair actions from degrading proſe, 
And ſet their battles in eternal light: 
High as their trumpets tune his lyre he ſtrung ; 
And with his prince's arms he moraliz'd his ſong. 
3 
When bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's ſtate, 

Widely diſtributing her high commands; 
And boldly wiſe, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands; 
An equal genius was in Spenſer found: - 
To the high theme he match'd his noble lays: 
He travell'd England o'er on fairy ground, 

In myſtic notes to ling his monarch's praiſe : 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleaſing dreams, 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's beams. 
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III. 
But, greateſt Anna! while thy arms purſue 
Paths of renown, and climb aſcents of fame, 
Which nor Aguſtus, nor Eliza knew; 
What poet ſhall be found to ing thy name? 
What numbers ſhall record, what tongue hall ſay 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main? 
O faireſt model of imperial ſway ! 
What equal pen ſhall write thy wond'rous reign ? 
Who ſhall attempts and feats of arms rchcarſe, 
Nor yet by ſtory told, nor parallel'd by verſe? 

Ws > 

Me all too mean for ſuch a taſk I weet ; 
Yet if the ſov reign lady deigns to ſmile, 
Fil follow Horace with impetuous heat, 
And cloath the verſe in Spencer's native ſtyle, 
By theſe examples rightly taught to ſing, 
And ſmit with pleaſure of my country's praiſe, 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing, 
High as Olympus I my flizht will raiſe : 
And lateſt times ſhall in my numbers read 
Anna's immortal fame, and Marlbio's kardy deed, 
| | , # 

As the ſtrong eagle in the ſilent wood, 
Mindleſs of warlike rage, and hoſtile care, 
Plays round the rocky cliff, or cryſtal flood ; 
Till by Jove's high beheſts call'd out to war, 
And charg'd with thunder of his angry king, 
His boſom with the vengeful meſſage glows : 
Upward the noble bird directs his wing ; 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. it 
And tow'ring round his maſter's earth-born foes, 
Swift he collects his ſatal ſtock of ire; 
Lifts his berce talon high, and darts the forked fire. 

| VI 
Sedate and calm thus victor Marlbro ſate, 
' Shaded with laurels, in his native land; 
Till Anna calls him from his ſoft retreat, 
And gives her ſecond thunder to his hand. 
Then leaving ſœcet repoſe, and gentle eaſe, 
With ardent ſpced lie ſecks the diſtant for: 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o'er rocks and ſeas, 
He meditates, and fſlrikes the wond'rous blow. 
Our thought flies flower than our gen'ral's fame: 
Grafps he the bot? (we 4%) when he has hurl'd the 
VII. flame. 
When fierce Bavar on Judoign's ſpacious plain 
Did from afar the Britiſh chief behold ; 
Betwixt deſpair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 
Something within his warring boſom roll'd: 
| He views that fav'rite of indulgent fame, 
_ Whom whiltom he had met on Ifter's ſhore: 
Too well. alas! the man he knows the ſame, 
Watt pros cis there repell'd the Bovan power; 
And ſent them trembling thro? the frighted lands, 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's ſcatter'd ſands. 
VIII. 

His former loſſes he forgets to grieve; 
Abſolves his fate. if with a kinder ray 
It now would fhive, and only give him leave 
Io balance the accuunt of Blenheim! s day. 
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So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
His ſide ſtill ſmarting with the hunter's ſpear, » 
Tho' deeply wounded, no way yet diſmay'd, 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war ; 
In ſullen fury traverſes the plain, 
To find the vent'rous foe, and battle him again, 
IX. 
Miſguided prince ! no longer urge thy fate, 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confeſs the force of Marlbro's ſtronger ſtar. 
Thoſe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth) 
Which thou from Mahomet didſt greatly gain, 
While bold aſſertor of reſiſtleſs truth, 
Thy ſword did godlike liberty maintain, 
Muſt from thy brow their falling honours ſhade; 
And their tranſplanted wreaths muſt deck a worthier 
. head. 
| Yet ceaſe the ways of Providence to blame, 
And human faults with human grief confeſs : 
»Tis thou art chang'd ; while heaven is ſtill the ſame: 
From thy ill councils date thy ill ſucceſs. | 
Impartial juſtice holds her equal ſcales: 
Till ſtronger virtue does the weight incline : 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails ; 
He now defends the cauſe, that once was thine. 
Righteous the war! the champion ſhall ſubdue; 
For Jove's great handmaid Power, muſt Jove's decrees 
| purſue, 
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XI. 
Hark! the dire trumpets ſound their ſhrill alarms: 
Auverquerque, branc'd from the renown'd Nallaus, 


Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 


His glorious ſword with dauntleſs courage draws: 
When anxious Britain mourn'd her parting lord, 
And all of William that was mortal dy'd; 

The faithful hero had receiv'd the ſword 

From his expiring maſter's much-lov'd ſide. 

Oft from its fatal ire has Louis flown, 


| Web er great William led, or Maeſe and Sambre _ 


XII. (run. 
But brandiſh'd high, in an ill-omen'd hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold the juſteſt fear, 


The maſter ſword, diſpoſer of thy power: 


Tis that which Cacfar gave the Britiſh peer. 
He took the gift : nor ever will I ſheath 
This ſtcel (fo Anna's high beheſts ordain) 
The general faid, unleſs by glorious death 
Abſoly'd, till conqueſt has confirm'd your reign. 
Returns like theſe our miſtreſs bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 
| XIII. 

1 now fierce Gallia ruſhes on her foes, 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands: 
So Volga's ſtream, increas'd by mountain ſnows, 
Rolls with new fury down thro' Ruſſia's lands. 
Like two great rocks againſt the raging tide 
(If virtues force with nature's we compare) 


VUnmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 


Vol., II. | " 
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Suſtain'd the impulſe, and receive the war. 
Round their firm ſides in vain the tempeſt beats 3 
And ſill the foaming wave with leſſen'd power retreats, 
XIV. 
The rage diſper'd, the glorious pair advance, 
With mingled anger and collected might, 
To turn the war, and tell aggreſſing France, 
How Britain's ſons, and Britain's friends can fight. 
On conqueſt fix'd, and covetous of fame, 
Behold them ruſhing thro' the Gallic hoſt. 
Thro* ſtanding corn ſo runs the ſudden flame, 
Or eaſtern winds along Sicilia's coaſt. 
They deal their terrors to the adverſe nation: 
Pale death attends their arms, and ghaſtly deſolation. 
| XV. 
But while with fierceſt ire Bellona glows ; 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her fate ; 
While Britain preſſes her afflited foes ; 
What horror damps the ſtrong, and 0 the great? 
Whence look the ſoldiers cheeks diſmay d and pale? 
Erſt ever dreadful, know they now to dread? 
The hoſtile troops, I ween almoſt prevail; 
And the purſuers only not recede, 

Alas! their lefſen'd rage proclaims their grief! 
For anxious, lo! they croud around their falling chief, 
XVI. 
thank thee, fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar ; 

Jet Bova's trumpet grateful Io's ſound :; 
I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war 
Ever to vengeance ſacred be the ground 
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Vain with! ſhort joy! the hero mounts again 

In greater glory, and with fulier light: 

The ev'ning ſtar fo falls into the main, 

To riſe at morn more prevalently bright. 

He riſes ſafe, but near too near his ſide, 

A good man's grievous loſs, a faithful ſervant dy'd. 


XVII. 

Propitious Mars! the battle is regain d: 
The foe with leſſen'd wrath diſputes the ficld : 
The Briton fights, by fav'ring gods ſuſtain'd : 
Freedom mult live ; and lawleſs power mult yicld. 
Vain now the talcs which fabling poets tell, | 
That wav'ring conqueſt till defires to rove ! 

In Marlbro's camp the goddeſs knows to dwell: 
Long as the hero's life remains her love. 

Again France flies: again the Duke purſues : 
And on Pamilia's plains he Blenheim's fame renews, 


XVIII. 
Great thanks, O captain great in arms! reccive 

From thy triumphant country's public voice: 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thoſe arms her choice. 
Recording Schellenberg's, and Blenheim's toils, 
We dreaded Jeſt thou ſhouldſt thoſe toils repeat : 
We view'd the palace charg'd with Gallic ſpoils ; 
And in thoſe ſpoils we thought thy praiſe compleat: 
For never Greek, we deem'd nor Roman knight, 

In characters like theſe did e'er his acts indite. 
| B3 
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XIX. | 
Yet mindleſs till of eaſe, thy virtue flies 
A pitch to old and modern times unknown : 
Thoſe goodly deeds which we fo highly prize, 
Imperfect ſeem, great chief. to thee alone. [ſtaid, 


Thoſe heights, where William's virtue might have 


And on the ſubject werld look'd ſafely down, 

By Marlbro paſs'd, the props and ſteps were made, 
Sublimer yet to raiſe his queens renown : 

Still gaining more, ſtill flighting what he gain'd, 
Nouglit done the hero deem'd, while * undone re- 


5 [main'd. 
When ſwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaul, 


How leſſen'd from the ficld Bavar was fied ;; 
He wept the ſwiftneſs of the champion's fall ; 
And this the royal treaty-breaker ſaid: 
And lives he\yet, the great, the loſt Bavar, 
Ruin to Gallia, in the name of friend? 
Tell me, how far has fortune been ſevere ? 
Has the focs glory, or our grief an end? 
Remains there, of the fifty thouſand loſt, 


To ſave our threaten'd realm, or guard our ſhatter'd | 
XXI. ſcoaſt? 


To the cloſe rocks the frighted raven flies, 
Soon as the riſing eagle cut the air: 
The ſhaggy wolf unſeen and trembling lies, 
When the hoarſe roar proclaim the lion near, 
III-ſtarr'd did we our forts and lines forſake, 
To dare our britiſh foes to open fight; 
Our conqueſt we by ſtratagem ſhould make: 


20 
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Our triumph had been founded in our flight. 
"Tis ours, by craft and by ſurprize to gain: 
71 is theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the plain. 
XXII. 
The ancient father of this hoſtile boned 
Their boaſted Brute, undaunted ſaatch'd his gods 
From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood, 
And fix'd on ſilver Thames his dire abodes; 
And this be Troynorante, he faid, the ſeat 
By heav'n ordain'd, my fons, you laſting place: 
Superior here to all the bolts of fate 
Live, mindful of the author of your race, 
Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor flame, 
Nor great Peleides' arm, nor juno's rage could tame. 
XXIII. 
Their Tudors hence, and Stuart's off-ſpring flow: 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his fable ſhield, 
Talbot to Gallia's pow'r eternal foe, 
And Seymour, fam'd in council, or in field: 
Hence Nevil, great to ſettle or dethrone, 
And Drake, and Ca'ndiſh, tertors of the ſeas 
Hence Butler's ſons, o'er land and ocean kuown, 
Herbert's and Churchill's warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia ſhould conceal : 
For oh! who, vanquiſh'd, loves the victor's fame to tell? 
| XXIV. | 
Envy 4 Britannia, ſturdy as the oak, 
Which on her mountain-top ſhe proudly bears, 
Eludes the ax, and ſprouts agaiaft the tftroke ; 
| Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
| B3 
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And as thoſe teeth, which Cadmus ſow'd in earth, 
Produc'd new youth, and furniſh'd freſh ſupplies: 
So with young vigour, and ſucceeding birth, 
Her loſſes more than recompens'd ariſe; 
And ev'ry age, ſhe with a race is crown'd, 
Tor letters more polite, in battles more renown'd. 
XXV. 

Obſtinate pow'r, whom a can repel; 
Nor the fierce Saxon, nor the Dane, 
Nor deep impreſſion of the Norman ſteel, 
Nor Europe's force amaſs d by envious Spain, 
Nor France on univerſal ſway intent, 
Of breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars, 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) 
Their own inteſtine feuds, and mutual jars ; 
Thoſe feuds and jars, in which I truſted more, 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic pow'r. 

XXVI. 

To fruitſul Rheims, or fair Luteria's gate 
What tidings ſhall the meſſenger convey ? 
Shall the loud herald our ſucceſs relate, 
Or mitred prieſt appoint the ſolemn day? 
Alas! my praiſes they no more mult ſing; 
They to my ſtatue now mutt bow no more: 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king : 
Fall'n, fall'n for ever is the Gallic pow'r— 
The woman chief is maſter of the war: 


Earth ſhe has freed by arms, and vanquiſh'd heav'n — | 


pray r. 
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| XXVII. 
While thus the ruin'd foe's deſpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed victorious queen, 
Wat {hall thy ſubjects ſay, and what thy friends! 2 
ox ſhall thy triumphs in our joy be ſeen? 
Oh! dcign to let the eldeſt of the Nine 
R.cite Britannia great and Galiia free: 
Oh ! with her ſiſter Sculpture let her join 
To raiſe, great Anne, the monument to tlice ; 
To thee, of all our good the tacred ſpring ; 
To thee, our deareſt dread; to thee, our ſofter King. 
XXVIII. 
Let Europe fav'd the column hizh erect, 
Than T _ higher, or than Antoninc's; 
Where ſembling att may carve the fair cifcct, 
And full atchievement of thy great deſigus. 
„lu a calm heav'n, and a ſcrener air, 
Sublime the queen ſhall on the ſummit ſtand, 
From danger far, as far remor'd from fear, 
And pointing down to carth her dread commad. 
All winds, all ſtorms that threaten human woe, 
Shall ſiuk beneath their feet, and ſpread their rage . 
3 XXIX. 
Their fleets ſhall ſtrive by winds and waters toſt; 
Till the young Auſtrian on Iberia's ſtrand, 
Great as Eneas on the Latian coaſt, 
Shall fix his foot: and this, be this the land, 
5 Great Jove, where I for ever will remain 
| (The empire's other hope ſhall ſay) and here 
| Vanquiſh'd, intomb d * or crown'd, I'll reign=—= 


— 


20 _ POEMS ON 


O virtue, to thy Britiſh mother dcar ! 
Like the fam'd Trojan ſuffer and abide ; 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 
XXX. 
There, in eternal characters engrav'd, 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Parcelone, 
Their force deſtroy d, their privcleges fav'd, 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercics own : 
Spain, from th' uſurper Bourbon's arms tetricv'd, 
Shall with new life and grateful jon appear, | 
Numl'ring the wonders which that youth atchicy d. 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and {nt to war; 
Whom Anna ſent to claim Iberia's throne 2 
And made him more than king, in calling him her fon. 
XXXI. 
There Iſter pleas d. by Blenheim's glorious field 
Rolling ſhall bid his caſtern waves declare 
Germania fav'd by Pritain's ample ſhield, 
And bleed ing Gaul afiited by her ſpcar: 
Shall bid him mention Marlhro, on the ſhore 
Leading his iflanders renown'd in arms, | 
'Thro' climes, where never Britith chief before | 
Or pitch'd his camp, or founded his alarms * | 
Shall bid them blefs the Queen, who made his ſtreams | 


Glorious as thoſe of Boy n, and ſaſe as thoſe of Thames. 


XXXII. 
Brabantia, clad with fields. and crown'd with tow' nh, | | 
With decent joy ſhall her dcliv'rer mect; 


Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and blits thy pow'rs, ' 
Laying the keys beneath thy ſubjeQ's feet. | 
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Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, | 
Shall weep her ci ime, and bow to Charles reſtor'd ; 
With double vows ſhall bleſs thy happy care, 


in having drawn. and having ſheath'd the ſword. 


From theſe their ſiſter provinces ſhall know, 


' How Anne ſupports a friend, and how forgives a foe. 


XXXIII. 

Bright ſwords, and ereſted helms, and pointed 3 
In art ful piles around the work ſhall lie; 
And ſhiclds indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blazon'd with ſigns of Gallic heraldry ; 
And ſtandards with diſtinguiſh'd honours bright, 
Marks of high pow'r and national command, 
Which Valois' ſons, and Bourbon's bore in fight, 
Or gave to Foix', or to Montmorancy's hand: 
Great ſpoils, which Gallia muſt to Britain yield, 


| From Cicfly's battle fav'd, to grace Ramilia's field, 


XXXIV. 
And as ſine art the ſpaces may diſpoſe, 
The knowing thought and curious eye ſhall ſce 


Thy emblem, gracious Queen, the Pritiſh roſe, 


Type of ſwect rule, and gentle majeſty : 

Tlie Northern thiſtle, whom no hoſtile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hiternia's harp, device of her command, 


And parent of her mitth, ſhall there be ſeen: 


Thy vanquiſn'd lillics. France, decay'd and torn, 
Shall with diſorder'd pomp the laſting work adorn, 
XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh! very far beneath, 
Neat to the ground, and on the humble baſe, 


22 POEMS ON 


To ſave kerſclf from darkneſs, and from death, 
That muſe defires the laſt, the loweſt place; 

Who tho' unmeet, yet touch'd the trembling ſtring ; 
For the fair fame of Anne, and Albion's land, 
Who durſt of war and martial fury ſing: 

And when thy will, and when thy ſubject's hand 
Had quell'd thoſe wars, and bid that fury ceaſe ; 


Hangs up her grateful harp to conqueſt, and to peace. ; 


CANT ATA. 
Set by Monſicur Cattiakd, 


. | 

ENEF ATH a verdant laurel's ample fliade, 

His lyre to mournful numbers rung, 
Horace, immottal bard, ſupinely laid, 

To Venus thus addreſs d the ſong : 
Ten thouſund little loves around 
Liſt'ning, dwelt on ev'ry ſound. 

| ARIET. 

Potent Venus. bid thy ſon 
Sound no wore his dire alarms, 

Youth in ſilent wings is flown : 

Graver years come rolling on. 
Spare my age, unfit for arms: 

Safe and humble let me reſt, 
From all am'rous care relcas'd. 
Potent Venus, bid thy ſon 

Sound no more his dire alarms. 
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Yet, Venus, why do I cach morn prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair ? | 
Why do I all day lament and ſigh, 

: Unleſs the beautcous maid be nigh ? 

| And why all night purſue her in my dreams, 
Thro' flow'ry meads, and cryſtal ſtreams ? 

| ReciT. 

Thus ſung the bard; and thus the goddeſs ſpoke: 
 Submiſlive bow to love's imperious yoke: 

' Ev'ry ſtate, and ev'ry age 

Shall own my rule, and fear my rage: 

| Compell'd by me thy muſe ſhall prove, 

Tat all the world was born to love. 

| ARIET, 

| Bid thy deſtin'd lyre diſcover 

| Soft deſire, and gentle pain: 

Often praiſe, and always love her: 

Thro' her ear her heart obtain. 

Verſe ſhall pleaſe, and Gghs ſhall move her: 

Cupid does with Phocbus reign, 


—__ n 


HER RIGHT NAME» 


8 i at her toilet ſat, 
Admiring this, aod blaming that ; 
Tell me, ſhe ſaid, but tell me true; | 
| The nymph who cou'd your heart ſubdue, 
What fort of charms does ſhe poſſeſs ? 
Abſolve me, fair one, I'll confeſs ; 
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With plcaſure Ireply'd. Her hair, 
In ringiets rather dark than fair, 
Does down her iv'ry boſom roll, 

And hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forchead's fair half-round 
Love ſits in open triumph crown'd ; 
He in the dimple of her chin, 

In private ſtate, by friends is ſeen. 
Her eyes ate ncither black. nor gray; 
Nor fierce, nor feeble is their ray: 
Their dubious luſtre ſeems to ſhow 
Something that ſpeaks, nor yes, nor no. 
Her lips no living bard, I ac ct, 


May ſay, how red, how round, how ſweet J 


Old Homer only cou'd indite 

Their vagrant grace, and ſoft delight: 
They ſtand recorded in his book, 

When Helen ſmil'd, and Hebe ſpoke 
The gipſy turning to her glaſs, 

Too plainly ſhow'd, ſhc knew the face: 
And which am I moſt like, ſhe ſaid, 

Your Cloe, or your Nut-brown Maid ? 


Written in Ovid. 


VID is the ſureſt guide, 
You can name, to ſhow the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, 


Who reſolves to go aſtray. 


Pe 
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| | A Tur Maio. 
N® no; for my virginity, 
5 When I loſe that, ſays Roſe, I'll die: 
Behind the elms, laſt night, cry'd Dick, 
Roſe were you not extremely ſick? 


. ANOTHER. 
EN months after Florimel happen'd to wed, 
And was brought in a laudable manner to bed: 
She warbled her groans with ſo charming a voice, 
That one half of the pariſh was ſtun'd with the noiſe. 
But when Florimel deign'd to lye privately in, 
| Ten months before ſhe and her ſpouſe were a-kin ; 
She choſe with ſuch prudence her pangs to conceal, 
That her nurſe, nay her midwife, ſcarce heard her once 
ſqueal. 
Learn, huſbands, from hence, for the peace of your lives, 
That maids make not half ſuch a tumult, as wives, 


1 


A Rra$SoONABLE AFFLICTION. 
| ON his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His ſpouſe is in deſpair : | 
With frequent ſobs, and mutual cries, 
They both expreſs their care. 


A difi'rent cauſe, ſays parſon Sly, 
The ſame eſſect may give: 
Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall die; 
His wife, that he may live, 
Vor. II. = 
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ANOTHER REASONABLE AFFLICTIONs Fo 

ROM her own native France as old Aliſon paſt, | 

She reproach'd Engliſh Nell with neglect or with v 
malice, | 

That the ſlattern had left in the hurry and haſte, 

Her lady's complexion, and eye-brows at Calais. | 1 


f ANOTHER $4 
HER eye-brow-box one morning loſt, 
| (The beſt of folks are oft'neſt croſt} | 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 
Her careleſs but afflicted maid ? 


Put me to bed then, wretched Jane; ] 
Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 
can bchold no mortal now: BYE 
For what's an eye without a brow ? | 
| ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 8 
N a dak corner of the houſe 5 
Poor Helen ſits, and ſobs and eries: E 


She will not ſee her loving ſpouſe, 
Nor her more dear piquct-allies: 73 

Unleſs ſhe finds her eye-brows 14 
She'll een weep out her eyes. | 


ON THE SAME, 
JELEN was juſt ſlipt into bed: 
Her eye-trows on the toilet lav: 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 
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For ortune careleſs Jane, 
Aſſure e eit was loudly rated: | 
And madam getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouſc-trap baited, 


On little things, as ſages write, 
Depends our human joy, or ſorrow : 

If we don't catch a mouſe to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-hrows for to-morrow, 


PHYLLIS'S AGE. 


Ho old may Phyllis be, you aſk, 
Whoſe beauty thus all hearts engages ? 
To anſwer is no eaſy taſk : 
For ſhe has really two ages. 


Stiff in brocard, and pinch'd in ſtays, 

| Her patches, paint, and jewels on; 

All day let envy view her face; 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 


Paint, patches, jewels laid aſide, 
At night aſtronomers agree, 

The evening has the day bely'd; 
And Phyllis is ſome forty- three. 
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Forma bonum fragile: 
HAT a frail thing is beauty, ſays Baron le Cras, 
Perceiving his miſtreſs had one cye of glaſs: 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it; | 
When ſhe more confus'd, as more angry ſhe grew, 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true: 
She dropt the cye, and broke it. 


A CRITICAL MOMENT. 


How capricious were nature and art to poor Nell? 
She was painting her cliccks at the time her 
noſe fell. 


AN EPIGRA M. 


Written to the Duke de NoaiLLes. 


AIN the concern which you expreſs, 
That uncall'd Alard will poſſeſs 
Jour houſe and coach, both day and night, 
And tlat Mackbeth was haunted leſs 
By Banquo's reſtleſs ſpright. 


With fifteen thouſand pound a-year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An ill, you may ſoon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeſter 
By much, than you bclicve. 


Le 
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Lend him but fifty Lowis'd* or; 
And yon ſhall never ſec him more: 
Take the advice; provatum eſt. 

Why do the gods indulge our ſtore, 
N But to ſecure our reſt ? 


EPILOGUE ro PHAEDRA. 
Spoken by Mrs. OLorittp, who acted I>mtxa. 


ADIES, to-night your pity I implore 
For one, who never troubled you before: 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek 
Who from Euripides makes Phae ira ſpeak ; 
And comes to town, to let us moderns know, 
How women lov'd two thouſand years ago. 

If that be all, ſaid I, e' en burn your play: 
I'sad! we know all that, as well as they: 
Show us the youthful, handſome charioteer, 
Firm in his ſeat, and running his carcer; 

Our ſouls would kindle with as gen'rous flames, 
As cer inſpir'd the antient Grecian dames ; 
Ev'ry Iſmena would reſign her breaſt ; 

And ev'ry dear Hippolytus be bleſt. 

But, as it is, ſix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are c'en as good, as any two of theirs: 

And if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot ; John can drive. 


— 


| PuaeDRA and HieeoLYTUsS, a Tragedy, writ- 
den by Mr, Epuuxp Suiru. | 
| C3 
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Now of the buſile you have ſcen to-day, 
And Phadia's morals in this ſcholar's play, 
Something at leaſt in juſtice ſhould be ſaid: 
But this Hippolytus ſo fills one's he | 
Well! Phædra liv'd as chaſtly, as ſhe cou'd ; 
For ſhe was father Jove's own fleſh and blood. 
Her aukward love indeed was odly fated : 
She and her Poly were too near related : 
And yet that ſcruple had been laid aſide, 
If honeſt Theſeus had but fairly dy'd: 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters ſtood in ftatu gu? 


There was no harm, you ſee, or grant there were, 


She might want conduct; but he wanted care. 
*Twas in a huſband little leis than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirement to intrud —— 
He ſhould have ſent a night or two before, 
That he would come exact at ſuch an hour: 
Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jeſt ; 
Found ev'ry thing contribute to his reſt ; 
The picquet friend ditmiſs'd, the coaſt all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone impatient for her dear. 

But if theſe gay re fle ctions come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phædra from her fate ; 
If your more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire eſſects of her unhappy flame: 
Tet, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care: 
My ſpotleſs flames to your protection take; 
Ard ſpare pcor Phacdra for Iſmena's ſake, 


* r * * 1 * . * 


K 
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EPILOGUE ro LUCIUS 
Spoken by Mrs. Hor rox. 


THE female author who recites to-day, 
"Truſts to her ſex the merit of her play. 

Like father Bayes ſecurely the fits down: 

Pit, hox and gallery, Gad ! all's our own. 

In ancient Greece, the ſays, When Sappho writ, 

By their applauſe the critics ſhow'd their wit, 

Tacy tun'd their voices to her Lyric itring ; 

Tho' they cou'd all do ſomething more than fins. 

But one exception to this fact we find; 

That booty Phaon only was unk ind, 

An ill-bred toat-man, rough a, waves and uind. 

From Sappho down to all ſucceeding ages, 

And now on French, or on Italian ttages, 

Rough ſatyrs, fly remarxs, ill natur'd ſpeeches 

Arc always aim'd at pocts that wear breeches. 

Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 

Drew a {harp pcn upon a naked woman. 

The bluſt'ring bully in our neighd'ring ſtreets 

Scorns to attack the female that he mects: 

Fearleſs the petticoat contemns his frouns; 

The hoop ſceures whatever it ſurrounds, 

The many-colour'd gentry there above, 

By turns are rul'd by tumult, and by love: 


Lucius, the firſt Chriſtian king of Dritain. A tra- 
gedy, written by Mrs. Manley. | | 
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And while their ſweet-hearts their attention g, 
Suſpend the din of their damn'd elatt' ring ſticks, 
Now, Sirs | 
To you our author makes her ſoft requeſt, 
Who ſpeak the kindeſt, and who write the beſt. 
Your ſympathetic hearts ſhe hopes to move, 

From tender friendſhip, and endearing love, 
If Petrarch's muſe did Lauri's wit rebearſe; 
And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda's verſe; | 
She hopes from you—pox take her hopes and fears; 
1 plead her ſcx's claim: what matters hei's? 

By our full pow'r of beauty we think fit, 
To damn this Salique law impos'd on wit: 

Wer ll cry the empire you fo long have boaſted; 
And if we are not prais'd, we'll not be toaſted. 
Approve what one of us pretents to- uight; 


Or ev'ry mortal woman here ſhall writes 


Rural, pathetic, narrative, ſublime, 
We'll write to vou, and make you write in rhime; 
Female remarks hall take up all your time. 


Your time, poor foals! we'll take your very money; 

Female third days will come to thick upon you. 

As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 

We'll look, or write, or talk you all to death. 
Unleſs ye yield tor better and for worſe 

Then the ſhe-Pegaſus ſhall gain the courſe ; 1 

And the grey mare will prove the better horſe, } 


Gre 


Cut 
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The Tnizr and the Conxbrlirx, a BaLLap. 


To the tune of King Joux, and the Annor of 
CANTERBURY, | 

Greve, 
| W HO has &er been at Paris, muſt needs know the 
The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave: 
Where honour and juſtice moſt odly contribute, 
To eaſe hero's pains by a halter and gibbet. 

Derry down, _ licy derry down. 
Jon, 

There death breaks the ſhackles, which force had put 
And the hangman compleats, what the judge but begun: 
There the *ſquire of the pad, and the knight of the poſt, 
Find their pains no moie balk'd, and their hopes no 
Derry down, &c. [more croſt, 


Great claims are there made, and great ſecrets are known 
And the king, and the law, and the thief has his on; 
| But my hearers cry out; what a duce doſt thou ail 
Cut off thy reflections; and give u- thy tale. 

Derry down, &c, 


'Twas there then. in civil reſpect to harſh laws, 
And for want of falſe witneſs, to back a bad cauſe, 


| | A Norman, tho'late, was oblig'd to appear: 


And who to aſſiſt, but a grave Cordclier ? 
Dory down, *. 
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The *ſquire, whoſc good grace was to open the ſcene, Ala 
Scem'd not in gieat haſte that the ſow ſhould begin: -Parble 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart ; | ] ſhou 
And often took leave ; but was loth to depart. | Woulc 
Derry donn, &c. 


| What frightens you thus, my fon ? ſoys the prieſt: That 
You mu: der'd, are forry, and bare been coafcft. But oi 
O father! my ſorrow will fcarce fave my bacon: The f. 
For t was not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. For tl 
Derry down, &c. 


| 

ſancies: | 
Pough ! pr wha nc'er trouble thy head with ſuch | Tt 
Rely on the aid ye ſhall have trom Saint Francis: Diſpa 


If the money you promis'd be brought to the cheſt; | For t 
You have only to die: let the church do the reſt, And 
Derry down, &c. | 


And what will folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid: 


It reflects upon me; as I knew not my trade: | St 

Courage, friend ; to day is your period of forrow ? A 
And things will go better, be:ieve me to-morrow. By 

Derry down, &c. | Nr 

L 


To-morrow ? our hero reply d in a fright : night. Vhil 
He that's hang'd before noon, ought to think of to- 

Tell you beads, quoth the pricſt, and be fairly truſs'd If hy 
For you ſurely to-night ſhall i in Paradiſc 1 { up. ch. 
Derry down, &c. 8 The 


; 
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Alas: quoth the ſquire, howe'er ſumptuous the treat; 


parblew, I ſhall have little ſtomach to eat: 


I ſhould therefore eſteem it great favour and grace; 


| Would you be ſo kind, as to go in my place. 


Derry down, &c. 


That I would, quoth ain father, and thank you to boot; 
hut our actions, you know, with our duty muſt ſuit, 


N 


n 


„ 


| 
'4 
| 


The feaſt, I propos d to you, I cannot taſte + 


For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a faſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then turning about to the hangman, he faid ; 


* Diſpatch me, I pry'thce, this troubleſome blade: 
Tor thy cord, and my cord both equally tie; 
And we live by the gold for which other men die. 


© 7 


Drry down, &c. 


. 
Stet quicunque volet potens 
Aulac culmine lubrico, &c. Senec. 


TER'D beneath this marble ſtone, 
Lie faunt'ring Jack, and idle Joan. 
nile rolling threeſcore years and one 
Did round this globe their courſes tun; 
if human things went ill or well; 
[changing empires roſe or fell; 
The morning paſt, the evening came, 


And found this couple ſtill the ſame, 
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They walk and eat, good folks: what then? 
Why then they walk'd and cat again : 

They ſoundly flept the night away: 

They juſt did nothing all the day: 

And having bury'd children four, 

Would not take pains to try for more : 

No ſiſter either had, nor brother; 

They ſcem'd juſt tally'd for each other. 

Their moral and occonomy 

Moſt perfectly they made agree: 

Each virtue kept its proper bound, 

Nor treſpaſs'd on the other's ground. 

Nor fame, nor cenſure they regarded: 
They neither puniſh'd, nor rewarded. 

He car'd not what the footmen did : 

Her maids ſhe neither prais'd, nor chid : 
So ev'ry ſervant took his courſe 

And bad at firſt they all grew worſe. 
Slothful diſorder fill'd his ſtable 

And fluttiſh plenty deck'd her table. 
Their beer was ſtrong ; their wine was Port; 
Their meal was large their grace was ſhort. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat, 
Juſt when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and pariſh rate; 
And took but read not the receit : 
For which they claim their Sunday's due, 
Of ſlumb'ring in an upper pew. 

No man's defects ſought they to hae ; : 
So never made themſelves a foe. 
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No man's good deeds did they commend; 
So never rais'd themſclves a friend. 

Nor cheriſh'd they relations poor : 

That might decreaſe their preſent ſtore : 
Nor barn nor houſe did they repair: 

That might oblige their future heir. 

They neither added, nor confounded : 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 

Each Chriſtmas they acconnts did clear , 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear, nor ſmile did they imploy 

At news of public grief, or joy. 

When bells were rung, and bonefires made ; 
If aſk'd, they ne er deny'd their aid: | 
Their jugg was to the ringers carry'd ; 

| Whoever either dy'd, or marry d. 
Their billet at the fire was found; 
Whoever was depos'd, or crown'd. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wiſe ; 
They would not learn, nor could adviſe : 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 

They led—a kind of—as it were: 


Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor ery d: 


And ſo they liv'd, and fo they dy'd. 


37 
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HORACE, Lib. I. Epiſt. IX. 


Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, 
Quanti me facias : &c. 


IMI1i TA TED. 
To the right honourable Mr. HazLer, 


LAR Dick, howe'er it comes into his head, 
Believes as firmly as he does his creed, 

That you and I, Sir, are extremely great; 
Tho' I plain Mat, you miniſter of ſtate. 
One word from me, without all doubt he ſays, 
Would fix his fortune in ſome little place. 
Thus better than myſelf, it ſeems he knows, 
How far my intereſt with my patron goes ; 
And anſwering all objections I can make, 
Still plunges deeper in his dear miſtake. 
| From this wild fancy. Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foreſce, and dread ; 
That I, in fact a real intereſt have, 
Which to my own advantage I would fave, 
And, with the uſual courticr's trick, intend 
To ſerve myſelf, forgetful of my friend. 

To ſhun this cenſure, I all ſhame lay by; 
And make my reaſon with his will comply ; 
Hoping for my excuſe, ta ill be confcſt, 

That of two cvils I have choſe the leaſt. 
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80, Sir' with this epiſtolary ſcroll, 

Receive the partner of my inmoſt ſoul : 
Him you will find in letters, and in Jaws 
Not unexpert, firm to his country's caule, 
| Warm in the glorious intereſt you purſue, 
And in one word a good man and a true. 


To Mr. Hartey, wounded by Gurscann, 


-:.. 858T; 

| Aab ipſo 

Ducit opes animun que ferro. Hon. 
I. 


IN one great now, ſuperior to an age, 
The full extreme of nature's force we fiud: 
How heav'nly virtue can exalt; or rage 
Infernal bow degrade tne human mind. 
| | Il. 5 
While the fierce monk does at his trial ſtand; 
He chews revenge, abjuring his offence : 
| Guile in his tongue, and murther in his hand, 
He ſtabs his judge to prove his innocence. 
III. 
The guilty ſtroke and torture of the ſteel 
Infix'd our dauntleſs Briton ſcarce perceives 2: 
The wounds his country from his death muſt feel, 
The Patriot views; for thoſe alone he grieves. 
IV. = 
The barb'rous rage that durſt attempt thy life, 
Hareley, great counſellor, extends thy fame: 
D 2 
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And the ſharp point of cruel Guiſcard's knife, 
In braſs and marble carves thy dcathlcſs name. 
Faithful aſſertor of thy country's cauſe, x 
Britain with tears ſhall bathe thy glorious wound: 
She for thy ſafety ſhall enlarge her laws; 
And in her ſtatutes ſhall thy worth be found. 
s VI. 4 
Yet *midſt her ſighs ſhe triumphs, on the hand 
Reflecting, that diffus'd the public woe; 
A ſtranger to her altars, and her land : 
No ſon of hers could meditate this blow. 
| VII. | 
Meantime thy pain is graciovs Anna's care 
Our queen, our ſaint, with ſacrificing breath 
Softens thy anguiſh : in her powerful pray'r 
She pleads thy ſervice, and forbids thy death. 
vin. : 
Great as thou art, thou canſt demand no more 


O breaſt bewail'd by earth, preſerv'd by heav'n ? 


No higher can aſpiring virtue ſoar : 
Enough to thee of grief, and fame is giv'n. 


An EXTEMPORE INVITATION to the 
EARL of OXFORD, LorD un TREASURER, 
M.DCC.X11, 


MY 10nd, 


QVv® weekly friends to-morrow meet 
At Matthew's palace, in Duke-ſtrect, 
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To try for once, if chey can dine 

On bacon ham, and mut hine: 

If we uv'd wich the great 2 1irs, 

Which 3:itain truſts to Harley's cares, 
Thou, hum le ſtacefman, mav'ſt deſcend, 
Thy mind one moment to unbend; 

To tee thy ſerr int from his foul 
Cron with thy health the ſprightly bowl: 
Among thy gueſts, which c' er my houle 
Receiv'd, it never can produce 
Of honour a more glotious proof ——— 


Tho' Dorſet us'd to blets the roof. 


ERLE ROBERT; S MICE 
la Cuavcetr's Stile. 


WAY mice, full blythe and amicable, 
Eatten beſide Erle Rohert's table. 

Lies there ne trap their necks to catch, 
Ne old black cat their ſteps to watch, 
Their fill they eat of fowl and ſiſh; 
Feaſt-lyche as heait of mouſe mote wiſn. 

As gueſts ſit jovial at the board, 
Forth leap'd our mice: eſtſoons the Lord 
Of Boling, whilome John the Saint, 
Who mak<th oft propos full qucint, 
Laugh'd jocund, and aloud he cry'd, 
To Matthew ſeated on t'oth' ſide; 
To thee, lean bard, it doth partain 
To underſtand theſe creatures tweine, 
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Come frame us now ſome clean device, 


Or playſant rhime on yonder mice: 


They ſeem, God ſhield me, Mat. and Charles. 
Bad as Sir Topas, or Squire Quarles 


(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 
At emblem, or device am I: 

But could I chaunt, or rhyme, pardie, 
Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee: 
Ne verſe from me (ſo God me ſhrive) 
On mouſe, or other hbcaſt alive. 
Certes, I have theſe many days 

Sent myne poetic herd to graze. 

Ne armed knight ydrad in war 

With lyon fierce will I compare : 
Ne judge unjuſt, with furred fox, 
Harming in ſecret guiſe the flocks: 
Ne prieſt unworth of zoddeſs coat, 
To ſwine ydrunk, or filthy ſtoat. 
Elk ſimile farewell for aye, 

From elephant, I trow, to flea. 
Reply'd the friendlike peer, I weene, 
Matthew is angred on the ſpleen. 
Ne fo, quoth Mat. ne ſhall be cer, 
With wit that falleth all ſo fair: 
Eftſoons, well weet ye, mine intent 
Boweth to your commandement. 

Tf by theſe creatures ye have ſeen, 


Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been; 


Behoveth neet to wreck my brain, 
The icſt in order to explain, 
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That cup-board, where the mice diſport, 
T liken to St. Stephen's court“: 
Therein is ſpace enough, | trow, 
For elke comrade to come and goe: 
And therein eke may both be fed 
With ſhiver of the wheaten bread. 
And when, as theſe mine eyen ſurvey, 
They ceaſe to ſkip, and ſqueak and play; 
| Return they may to diff rent cells, 
Auditing one, whilſt t'other tells. 
Dear Robert. quoth the Saint, whoſe mind, 
In bounteous deed no mean can bind ; 
Now as I hope to grow devout, 
| dcera this matter well made out. 
Lauzh T, whiltt thus I ſerious pray? 
Let that be wrovght which Mat. doth ſay: 
Lea, quoth the Erle, but not to-day. 


In the ſame Style. 
ULL oft doth Mat. with Topaz dine, 
| Eateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greek wine; 
But Topaz his own werk rchearieth; 
And Mat. mote praiſe what Topaz verſcth. 
Nou ſure as pricſt did c'er ſhrive ſinner, 
| Full hardly carneth Mat. his dinner. 


| In the ſame Style. 
'AIR Suſan did her wife-hede well menteine, 
Algates aſſaulted fore by letchours tweine: 
* The Exchequer, 
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Now, and I read aright that auncicnt ſong, 

Olde were the paramours, the dame full younc. 
Had thilke ſame tale in other guiſc been tolde; 

Had they been young (pardie) and the leon ldd: 

That, by St. Kit, had wrovg!t much tor tryal; 

Full mervciilous, 1 wote, were ſwilk denzel. | 


A Frowen painted by Sz uon Vans. | 
Vi EN fam'd Varelſt this little uontler drew; 
| Flora vouchſaf'd the growing woik to view? 
Finding the painter's ſcience at a ſtand, 
The goddeſs ſnatch'd the peril from his hand; 
And 6nitking the piece, ſhe ſmiine ſaid: | 
3chold one work of mine, that uc'er ul! fade, 


| 


| 


To the Lady E I. 12 4 ETI IIa Lz x, ſince Mare | 
chionels of CarMarnTHEN, on a Column of ler 
draw ing. == 

\ HEN future ages ſhall with wonder view 

Theſe glorious lines, witich Hailer's daughter 

They ſhall conte that Britain could rot rule dH; 

A teiicr column to the father's pratice 


ProTOGENES and ATECLES, 
WHEY poets wrote, and painters drew, 
| As nature pointed out the view; 
Ere Gothic forms dn known in Cris, 
To fnoil the well-proportion'd picat: 
And in our veric cre menkiſh rue: 


Had jangl'd their fantzſtie chimes; 
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Ete on the flow'ry lands of Rhodes 


Thoſe knights had fix d their dull abodces, 
Who knew not much to paint or wiite, 
Nor car'd to pray, nor dar'd to fight ; 
Protogencs, hiſtorians note, 

Liv'd there a hurgeſs ſcot and lot; 

And, as old Pliny's writings ſkow, 


Azpelles did the ſame at Co. 


Agrecd theſe points of time and place, 
Procced we in the preſent caſe. 

Picqu'd by Protogencs's fame, 
From Co to Rhodes Apelles came ; 
To ſee a rival and a friend, 

Prepar'd to cenſure, or commend, 
Here to abſolve, and there object, 

As uit with candour might direct. 

He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings; 
His ſcrvants follow with the things : 
Appears the governante of th' houſe; 


For ſuch in Greece were much in uſe ; 


If young or handi me, yea or no, 

Concerns not me, or thee to know. 
Does ſquire Frotogenes live here? 

Yes, fir, favs ſhe with gracious air, 


And court'ſy low; but juſt call'd out 


By lords peculiarly devout ; 
Who came on purpoſe, fir, to borrow 
Our Venus, for the feaſt to-morrow, 


To grace the church : 'tis Venus' day : 
hope, fir, you intend to ſtay, 
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To ſee our Venus: 'tis the piece 

The moſt renown'd throughout all Greece, 
So like th' original, they ſay: 

But I have no great {kill that way. 

But, Sir, at fix ('tis now paſt three) 
Dromo muſt make my maſter*s tea : 

At fix. Sir, if you pleaſe to come, 

You'll find my maller, Sir, at home. 

Tea, ſays a critic big with laughter, 
Was found ſome twenty ages after; 
Authors, before they write, ſhould read. 
"Tis very true; but we'll procecd. 

And, Sir, at preſent would you pleaſe 
To leave your name fair maiden, yes. 
Reach me that board. No ſconer ſpoke 
But done. With one judicious ſtroke, 
On the plain ground Apelles drew 
A circle regularly true; 

And will you plcate, ſweet heart, ſaid he, 
To ſhcw your maſter this from me? 

By it he picſently will know, 

How painters write their names at Co. 

He gave the pannel to the maid. 
Smiling and curt'ſing, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 

I thall not fail to tell my maſter : 
And, Sir, for fear of all diſaſter, 
I'll keep it my own ſelf : ſafe bind, 
Says the old proverb, and ſafe find. 
So, Sir, as ſure as key or lock 
Your ſervant Sir at fix a clock. 
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Again at fix Apelles came; 
Found the ſame pratins civil dame. 
Sir, that my maſter has been here, 

| Will by the board itſelf appear. 

I from the perfect line he found, 
He has preſum'd to ſwell the round, 
Or colours on the draught to lay; 
'Tis thus (he order'd me to ſay) 
Thus write the painters of this iſle: 
Let thoſe of Co remark the ſtyle. 
She ſaid; and to his hand reſtor'd 
| The rival pledge, the miſſive board. 
Upon the happy line were laid 

Such obvious light and cafy ſhade; 
That Paris' apple ſtobod conteſt, 

Or Leda's egg, or Cloe's breaſt. 
Apelles view'd the finiſh'd piece; 
And live, ſaid he, the arts of Greece 

Howe er Protogenes and l 

May in our rival talents vie; 
owe er our works may have expreſs'd, 
Who trueſt drew, or colour'd beſt ; 
When he bcheld my flowing line ; 

He found at lcaſt I could deſign: 

and from his artful round, I grant, 
That he with perfect ſkill can paint. 
The dulleſt genius cannot fail 

To find the moral of my tale: 

That the diſtinguifh'd part of men, 
ſcrith compaſs, pencil, ſword, or pen, 
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Should in life's viſit leave their name, 

In characters, which may proclaim, 

That they with ardor ſtrove to raiſe = 
At once their arts, and country's praiſe; 
And in their working took great care, 
That all was full, and round, and fair. 


DemockiTvs and HERACLITUS. 
[Emocnrvs, dear droll, reviſit earth, | 
And with our follies glut thy heighten'd mirth: 
Sad Heraclitus, ſerious wretch, return, 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both I unconcern'd ſtand by: 
Hurt, can 1 laugh? and honeſt, need I cry? 


| For my own Tombſtone. 
O me 'twas giv'n to die: to thee tis giv'n 
To live: alas! one moment ſets us ev'n, 
Mark ! how impartial is the will of heav'n ? 


GuaALTERUs DANIsTONUS ad amicos. 
Den ſtudeo fungi fallentis munere vitae, 
AdfeQoque viam ſedibus Elyſiis, 
Arctoa florens ſophia, Samiiſque ſuperbus 
Diſcipulis, animas morte carere cano. 
Has ego corporibus profugas ad ſidera mitto ; 
Sideraque ingreſſis otia blanda dico; 
Qualia conveniunt divis, queis ſata volebant 
Viu.itäi faciles molliter ire vias: 
Vinaque coclicolis media inter gaudia libo; 
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Et me quid majus ſuſpicor eſſe viro. 
Sed fuerint nulli forſan, quos ſpondeo, coeli; 
Nullaque ſint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis. 
Fabula ſit terris agitur quac vita relictis: 
Quique ſuperſtes, homo; qui nihil, eſto deus. 
Attamen eſſe hilares, et inanes mittere curas 
Proderit, ac vitae commoditate frui, 
Et feſtos agitaſle dies, aevique fugacis 
Tempora perpetuis detinuiſſe jocis. 


His me parentem pracceptis occupet orcus, 


Et mors ; ſeu divum, ſeu nihil eſſe velit: 
Nam ſophia ars illa eſt, quae fallere ſuaviter horas 
Admonet, atque orci non timuiſſe minas. 
IMITATED.: 
Tonious the buſy moments to deceive, 
That fleet between the cradle and the grave, 
I credit what the Grecian dictates ſay, 
And Samian ſounds o'er Scotia's hills convey. 
When mortal man reſigns his tranſient breath ; 
The body only I give o'er to death, 
The parts diſſoly'd, and broken frame I mourn ; 
What came from earth, I ſee to earth return. 
The immaterial part, th' acthercal ſoul, 
Nor can change vanaquiſh, nor can death controul. 
Glad I releaſe it from its partner's cares; 
And bid good angels waft it to the ſtars. 
Then in the flowing bowl I diown thoſe ſighs, 
Which, ſpight of wiſdom, from our weakneſs riſe, 
The draught to the dead's mem'ry I commend, 
And offer to the now immortal friend. =] 
Vor. II. E 
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But if oppos'd to what my thoughts approve, 


Nor Pluto's rage there be, nor pow'r of Jove; 


On its dark ſide if thou the proſpect take; 
Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe's lake: 
In total death ſuppoſe the mortal lie, 

No new hereafter nor a future ſky: 

Yet bcar thy lot content; yet ccaſe to grieve? 


Why, ere death comes, doſt thou forbear to live? 


The little time thou haſt, twixt inſtant now 
And fate's approach, is all the gods allow: 
And of this little haſt thou ought to ſpare 
To fad reflection, and corroding care? 

The moments paſt, if thou art wiſe, retrieve 
With plcaſant mem'sy of the bliſs they gave. 
The pleaſant hours in preſent mirth imploy, 
And bribe the ſuture with the hopes of joy, 
The future (ſew or more, howe'er they be) 
Were deſtin'd erſt; nor can by fates Yecree 
Be now cut oft, betwixt the grave and thee. 


The firſt Hyux of CaLLiMacuvs 


| to Jvrires, q 
WHILE we to Jove ſelect the holy victim 


Whom apter ſhall we fing, than Jove himſclf, 


The God ſor ever vrcat, for evci kings 


Who ben the earth-born race. and mcaſures right 
o hwmv'n's grcat habitants * Dictae:.n hear'ſt thou 


And various thovelt las tiac'd. On Ida's mount, 


OL Dice, Hd gus of his country's praile, 
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The Cretan boaſts thy natal place: but oft 


He meets reproof deicrv'd : for he prſumptuous 
Has built a tomb for thee, who never know'tt 
To die, but lis'it the ſane ta- day and cvcr. 
Arcadian therefore bc thy birth: great Rhea 
Pregnant to high Farrhaſ:a's clilts retir'd, 

And wild Lycacus, black with ſhading pings: 


Holy retreat! Sith thence no female hitler, 


Conſcious of tociul love and nature's 1itcs, 

Muſt dare aprouch, from the interior reptile 

To woman, fo:m divine. Thee the lictt parent 
Ungirt her ſpacious botom, and diſcharg'd 

The pond'rous biith: ſhe ſought the neighb'ring ſpring 
To wath the recent babe: in vain ; Arcadia, 
(Howerer ſtreamy,) now adu't and diy, 


Deny d the goddets water: where deep Nelas, 


And rocky Cratis flow, the chariot tmonk'd 

Obſcure with rifiog duſt: the thrifty truv' ler 

In vain requir'd the current, then impmilon'd 

In ſubtcrrancous caverns : foreils grew 

Upon the barren hollows, highi o'erſhading 

The haunts of ſavage beaſts. where nos aon, 

And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 

Thou too, O earth, gricat Rhea ſaid, bring forth; 

And ſhort ſhall be thy pangs : ſhe ſail; and high 

She rear'd her arm, and with her ſce:ptre truck 

The yawning cliff ; from its diſparted height 

Adown the mount the guſhing torrent ran, 

And chear'd the vallies: there the heav'nly mother 

Bath'd, mighty king, thy tender limbs: ſhe wrapt them 
| E 2 
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In purple bands: ſhe gave the precious pledge 
To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee, 
Careful and ſecret : Neda, of the nymphs 

+ That tended the great birth, next Philyre 
And Styx, the eldeſt, Smiling ſhe receiv'd thee, 
And conſcious of the grace, abſulv'd her truſt : 
Not unrewarded; ſince the river bote | 
The fav'rite virgin's name: fair Neda rowls 
By Leprion's ancient walls, a fruitful ſtream. 
Faſt by her flow'ry bank the ſons of Arcas, 
Fav'rites of heav'n, with happy care protect 
Their fleecy charge; and joyous drink her wave. 


Thee, God, to Cnoſſus Neda brought: the nymphs 


And Corybantes thee their facred charge 
Receiv d: Adraſte rock'd thy golden cradle: 
The goat, now bright amidſt her fellow ſtars, 
Kind Almathea, reach'd her teat diſtent 
With milk, thy early food: the ſedulous bee 
Diſtill'd her honey on thy purple lips. 
Around, the fierce Curetes (order ſolemn 
To thy foreknowinz mother!) trod tumultuous 


Their myſtic dance, and clang'd their ſounding arms; 


Induſtrious with the warlike din to quell 
Thy infant cries, and mock the ear of Saturn. 


Swift growth and wond'rous grace, O heav'nly Jove, 


Waited thy blooming years: inventive wit, | 
And perfect judgment crown'd thy youthful act. 

That Saturn's ſons receiv'd the three fold empire 
Of heav'n, and of ocean, and deep hell beneath, 
As the dark urn and chance of lot determin'd, 


2e 
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old pocts mention, fabling. Things of moment 
Well nigh cquivalent and neighb'ring value 

By lot are parted : but high leavin, thy ſhare, 

In equal balance laid g it tra or hell, | 
Flings up the adverte 1wale, 2nd thuns proportion. 


Wherefore not chance, but pow'r, avove thy brethren 


Exalted thee, their king When thy grcat will 
Commands thy chariot Forth © impetus (trewgeh, 
And fiery twiftnets wing tte rapid wheels, 
Inceſſant ; high the eagle Hes before thee, 
And oh! as 1 and mine confult thy angur, 
Grant thy glad omen; let thy fav'iite rite 
Propitious, ever ſoaring from the right. 

Thou to the leſſer gods haſt well aflign'd 
Their proper ſhares of pow'r: thy own, great Jove, 
Boundleis and univerial, Thoſc who labour 
"The ſweaty ſorge, wio edge the crooked ſcythe, 
Bend ttuiboin tcl, and haiden glcaning armour, 
Acknowledg: Vulcan's aid [he eariy hunter 


Rleſſes Diana's hand, who leads him ſaſe 


O'er hanging cliffs, who ſpecads his net ſucceſsful, 
And guides the arrou through the panther's heart. 
Ihe ſoldier from ſucceſsful camps returning. 

With laurcl wreath'd, and rich with hottile ſpoil, 
Severs the bull to Nars, The fk:iiful bard, 
Striking the Lhracian harp, invokes Apollo, 

To make his hero and himiclt immortal. 

Thoſe, mighty love, meant'me, thy glorious care, 
Who model nations, publiſh lau, announce 


Or life or drath, and found or dane due cmpitce 
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Man owns the pow'r of kings; and kings of Jove. 
And as their actions tend ſubordinate 
To what thy will deſigns, thou giv'ſt the means 
Proportion d to the work; thou ſeeſt impartial, 

How they thoſe means employ. Each monarch rules 
His different realm, accountable to thee, 
Great ruler of the world : theſe only have 

To ſpeak and be obey'd; to thoſe ate giv'n 
Aſſiſtant days to ripen the deſign; 

To ſome whole months: revolving years to ſome: 
Others, ill-fated are condemn'd to toil 

Their tedious life, and mourn their purpoſe blaſted 
With fruitleſs act, and impotence of council. 

Hail! greateſt ſon of Saturn, wiſe diſpoſer 

Of ev'ry good; thy praiſe what man yet born 
Has ſung ? or who that may be born ſhall ſing ? 
Again, and often hail! indulge our prayer, 
Great father! grant us virtue, grant us wealth: 
For without virtue, wealth to man avails not ; 
And virtue without wealth exerts leſs pow'r, 
And leſs diffuſes good. Then grant us, gracious, 
Virtue and wealth ; for both are of thy gitt. 


The ſecond Hymn of CatLiMacuy 
to AroLLo, | 


| Har ! how the laurel, great Apollo's tree, 

And all the cavern ſhakes! far off, ſar off, 
The man that is unhallow'd : for the God, 
The God approaches. Hark! he knocks; the gates 
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Bat firſt hy ardent pray'r, and clear luſtration 
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Feel the glad impulſe, and the ſever'd bars 

Submiſſive clink againſt their brazen portals. 

Why do the Delian palms incline their boughs, 

Self- mov d: and hov'ring ſwans, their throats releas d 

From native ſilence, carol ſounds harmonious ? 
Begin, young men, the hymn: let all your harps 

Break their inglorious ſilence in the dance, 

In myſtic numbers trod, explain the muſic. 


Purge the contagious ſpots of human weakneſs: 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 
So may ve flouriſh favour d by the god, 
In youth with happy nuptials, and in age 
With ſilver hairs, and fair deſcent of children; 
So lay foundations for aſpiring cities, 
And blcfs your ſpreading colonics' enerraſe. 

Pay ſacred rev'rence to Apollo's ſong : 
Leſt wrathful the far-ſhooting goil emit 
His fatal arrow, Silent nature ſtands; 
And ſeas ſubſide, obedient to the ſound 
Of lo, Io Pean! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov'd Achilles' death s | 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor mult fad Niobe 
In fruitleſs ſorrow perſevere, or weep 
Ev'n thro' the Phrygian marble. Hapleſs mother ! 
Whoſe fondneſs could compare her mortal offspring 
To thoſe which fair Latona bore to Jove. | 
Io! again repeat ye, lo Pean ! 

Againſt the Deity tis hard to ſtrive. 
He that reſiſts the pow'r of Ptolewy, 
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Reſiſts the pow'r of heav'n: for pow'r from k-av'n 

Derives; and monarchs rule by gods appointed. 
Recite Apolio' praiſ?, till night draus on, 

The ditty ſtiil unfin iſh d, and the day 

Uncqual to the Godhead's attributes 

Various, and matter copious of your ſongs. 
Sublime at jove's light hand Apollo firs, 


And thence diitributes honour, gracious bing, 


- 


And tlieme of verſe perpetual From his robe 
Flows lizht ineſſable : his harn, lis quixer, 


Suden ſandals 
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And Lian bow are gold: with 


His fert are thod, how rich! j.o# beautiful! 


B neath his ſteps the yellow min'ral rites ; 


Aud cart! reveals her treatures. Youth and beauty 


E:crnal deck his check : fron his tur brad 


Pc tymes di till their lacets; and dicarful tteglth, 
Is Quicous handmaid, thro! the ait tmprov'd, 
With latin hand difſutes ſcents ambroſial. 

"Vac forar-man's arm by thee, g:cat God, directed, 
Send> foctb a ceitain wound, The kind bard, 
In:pir'd by thee, compoſes verſe immo da!. 

Taveht by thy art divine, the ſage phy tictun 
Eiudes the urn; and chains, or exiles dv tilt, 
Thee Nomian we adore; for that from licav'n 


Deſcending thou to fair Amphrivſus' banks 


Didſt guard Admetus' herds. Sith thente the cow 
Produc'd an ampler ſtore of milk; the ihe-goat 

Not without pain dragg'd her diflended udder; 

And eus, that erſt brought forth but inge lambs, 
Now dropp'd their tx o-fold burdens. Bleit the cattle, 
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On which Apollo caſt his fav'ring eye ! 
But, Phocbus, thou to man beneficent, 
'Delight'ſ in building cities. Bright Diana, 
Kind ſiſter to thy infant-deity 
New-wean'd, and juſt ariſing from the cradle, 
| Brought hunted wild goats-heads, and branching antlers 
Of (tags, the fruit and honour of her tail: 
Theſe with diſcerning hand thou knew'ſt to range, 
(Young as thon waſt) and in the well-fram'd models, 
With emblematic ſkill, and myſtic order, 
Thou ſhe w'dſt, where tow'rs or battlements ſhould riſes 
Where gates ſhould open; and where walls thould com- 
While from thy childiſh paſtime man receiv'd [paſs 2 
The future ſtrength, and ornament of nations. | 
Battus, our great progenitor, now touch'd 
The Lybian ſtrand ; when the foreboding crew 
Flew on the right before the people, marking 
The country deſtin'd the auſpicious ſeat 
Of future kings, and favour of that god, 
Whoſe oath is ſure, and promiſe ſtands eternal. 
Or Boedromian hear'ſt thou pleas'd, or Clarian, 
Phoebus, great king ? for diff*rent are thy names, 
As thy kind hand has founded many cities, 
Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Carnean let me call thee; for my country 
Calls thee Carnean: the fair colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tranſported, 
Ere ſettl'd in Cyrene; there W appointed 
Thy annual feaſts, kind god, and bleſs thy altars 
Smoaking with hecatombs of ſlaughter d bulls; 
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As Carnns, thy high prieſt and favour'd friend, 
Had crit o1Quin'd, and with myſt-rous rites, 

Our great {oietuthers taught their ſons to worſhip, 
lo Carncan tfhochus! fo Pean! 

The yellow Crocus there, and fair Narciſſus 
Returve the honours of their winter ſtore, 

To deck thy temple; 'till returaing ſpring 

Dutuies nature's various pride; and flow'rs 
Innumerable, by the ſoft touth-welt 

_ Open'{l, an gatiet'd by religious hands, 

Rebound theu {weets from th' odoriferous pavement, 
Perpctual fires thine haliow'd on thy altars, 

When annual the Carnean feaſt is held: 

The warlike Libyans clad in armour, lead - 

The dance: with clanging ſwords and ſhields they beat 
The dreadful meaſure : in the chorus join 
Their women, brown but bcautiful: ſuch rites 

To thee well pleafing. Nor had yet thy votaries. 
From Greces tranſplanted, touch'd Cyrenc's banks, 
And lands deter min d for their laſt abodes; 

But wandcr'd thro' Azilis' horrid ſoteft 

Diſpers'd; when from Myrtuſa's crag 2» brow, 
Fond of the maid, auſpicious to the city, 

Which muſt hcreafter Lear her favour'd name, 
Thou gracious dcign'ſt to let the fair one view 

Her typic pcople ; thou with pleaſure taveht't her 
To draw the bow, to ſlay the hazgy lion, 

And (top the ſpreading ruin of the plains. 

Happy the nymph who konour'd by thy paſſion, 
Was aided by thy pow'r! the monitrous Python 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 56 


Durſt tempt thy wrath in vain: for dead he fell, 

To thy great ſtrength, and golden arms uncqual. 
Io! while thy unerring hand elanc'd 

Another, and another dart; the es 

Toyful repeatcd lo! Io Pean! 

Elance the dart, Apollo: for the ſafcty, 

And health of man, gracious thy mother bore thee. 
Envy thy lateſt foe ſuggeſted thus: | 

Like thee I am a pow'r immortal; therefore 

To thee dare ſpeak. How canſt thou favour partial 

Thoſe poets who write little? vaſt and great 

Is what l love: the far-extended ocean 

To a ſmali riv'lct I peer. Apollo | 

Spurn'd Envy with his tobt; and thus the god: 

Dacmon, the head-iong current of Euphrates, 

Aſſyrian river, copious runs, but muddy; 

And carties forward with his ſtupid force 

Polluting dirt; his torrent ſtill augmenting, 

Ilis wave ſtill more defil'd : mean while the nymphs 

Meliſſan, ſacred and recluſe to Ceres, 

| Studious to hav: their off 'rings well receiv'd, 

And fit for heav'nly uſe, from little urns 

Pour ſtreams ſelect, and purity of waters. 

Io! Apollo, mighty king. let Envy 

Ill-judging and verboſe, from Lethe's lake, 

Draw tuns unmeaſurable; while thy favour 

Adminiſters to my ambitious thirſt 

The wholcivme draughi from Aganippe's ſpring 

Genuine, and with ſoit murmurs gently rilling 

_ Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt, 
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CH AK EE THY 


APARAPHRASE on the thirteenth CuareTER of 


the firſt EyisTLE to the CortNTHIANSs. 
DP ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
Than cver man pronounc'd, or angel ſung; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define ; 
And had | pow'r to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the ſpeeches of the babling earth: 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 
Or had I faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them miracles, and law: 
Yet gracious Charity, indulgent gueſt, 
Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breaſt ; 
"Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r: 
That ſcorn of life would be but wild deſpair : 
A cymbal's ſound were better than my voice: 
My faith were form: my cloquence were noiſe. 
Charity, decent, modeſt, eaty, kind, 
Soſtens the high, and rears the abject mind; 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide, 
Betwixt vile ſhame and arbitrary pride. 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe caſily forgives; 
And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft peace ſhe brings wherc- ever ſhe arrives: 
She builds our quiet, as ſtic forms our lives; 
Lays the tcuęh paths of pecyiſt, nature en; 
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And opens in each heart a little Heav'n. 

Each other gift, which God on man beſtows, 
Its proper bounds, and due reſtriction knows 
To one fix d purpoſe dedicates its power; | 
And finiſhing its act, exiſts no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what heav'n decrees, 
Knowledge (hall fail, and propheſy ſhall ceaſe : 
But laſting Charity's more ample ſway, 


Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 


In happy triumph ſhall for ever live, 


And endleſs good diffuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive. 


As thro' the artiſt's interveening glaſs, 
Our eye obſerves the diſtant plancts paſs ; 
A little we diſcorer ; but allow, 
That more remains unſcen, than art can ſhow : 
So whilſt our min | its knowledge would improve 


(Its feeble eye int nt on things above) 


High as we may, we lift our rcaſon up, 
By faith directed, and confirm'd by hope: 
Yet are we able only to ſurvey 


Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. 


Heav'n's fuller effluence mocks our dazzl'd ſight ; 
Too great its ſwiftneſs, and too ſtrong its light. 
But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd: 
The ſun ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Seated ſublime on his meridian throne. 
Then conſtant faith, and holy hope ſhall die, 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 
Whilſt thou, more happy pow'r, fair Ctr; 
Vor. Il, F 
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Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, 

Thy office, and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 

1 aſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt ſtill furvive——— | 
Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of heav'n confeſt, 
For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 


Engraven on a Corum in the church of HALs TAT 
in Es8sEx. The ſpire of which, burnt down by 
lightning, was rebuilt at the expence of Mr. Sa- 
MUEL Fi$KE, 1717. 

VIEW not this ſpire by meaſure giv'n 

To buildings rais'd by common hands ; 

That fabric riſes high as heav'n, 

Whoſe baſis on devotion ſtands. 


While yet we draw this vital breath, 
Me can our faith and hope declare: 
But Charity beyond our death 

Will ever in our works appear. 


Bleſt be he call'd among good men, 

| Who to his God this column rais d: 

Tho' lightning ſtrike the dome again; 
The man, who built it, ſhall be prais'd. 


| Yet ſpires and tow'rs in duſt ſhall lie, 
The weak efforts of human pains : 
And Faith, and Hope themſelves ſhall die; 
While deatlileſs Charity remains. 
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Written in MonTaicxz's Eſſays, given to the duke 
of SuREwWsSBURY in FRANCE, aſter the peace, 
1713 
IctaTE, O mighty judge, what thou haſt ſecn 
Of cities, and of courts, of books, and mca; 
And dcign to let thy ſervant hold the pen. 


Thro' ages thus I may preſume to live; 
And from the tranſcript of thy proſe receive, 
What my own ſhort · liv'd verſe can never give. 


Thus ſhall fair Britain with a gracious ſmile 
Accept the work; and the inſtructed iſle, 
Far more than treatics made, (hall blc(> my toil. 


Nor longer hence the Gallic ſtyle preferr'd, 
Wiſdom in Eaglith idiom ſhall be heard; 
While Talbot tells the world, where Montaigne ert'd. 


AN ZEISS T I. Z. 
Deſiring the Queex's picture. Written at Paris, 
1714. But leſt unfiniſhed, by the ſudden neus of 
her MajesTr's death. 
HE train of equipage and pomp of ſtate, 
The ſhining ſide- board, aud the burniſh'd plate 
Let other miniſters, great Anne, require; 
And partial fall thy gift to their deſire. 
To the fair portrait of my ſov'rcign dame, 
To that alone, eternal be my claim, 
| | .:FY 
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My bright defender, and my dread delight, 
If ever I found favour in thy fight; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain's ſake 
My paſt has took, or future life may take, 
Be grateful to my Qucen: permit my pray'r, 
And with this gift reward my total care. 
Will thy indulzent hand, fair ſaint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy car accept the vow ? 
That in deſpite of age, of impious flame, 
And eating time, thy picture like thy fame 
Entire may laſt; that as their eyes ſurvey 
The ſemblant ſhade, men yet unborn may ſay, 
Thus great, thus gracious look'd Eritannia's queen; 
Her brow thus ſmooth, her look was thus ſerene; 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mighty cmpreſs gave her high command, 
That he to hoſtile camps, and kings ſhou'd haſte, 
To ſpeak her vengeance, as their danger, paſt ; 
To ſay, ſhe wills deteſted wars to ceaſe ; 
She checks her conqueſt, for her ſubjects eaſe ; ; 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. |} 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee preſent I adore, 
Thee, Queen of peace—if time and fate have power 
Higher to raiſe the glories of thy reign ; 
In words ſublimer, and a nobler ſtrain, | 
May future bards the mighty theme rehearſe, 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phoebus king of verſe, | 
The votive tablet 1 fuſpend®** * | 
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THE 


FIRST CANT 0. 


FArrurw met Richard, when or where 


From ſtory is not mighty clear; 
Of many knotty points they ſpoke ; 
And pro and con by turns they took. 
Rats half the manuſcript have eat: 
Dire hunger! which we ſtill regret : 
O! may they nc'er again digeſt 
The horrors of ſo fad a feaſt. 

Yet leſs our grief, if what remains, 
Dear Jacob, by thy care and pains 
Shall be to future times convey'd. 
It thus begins: 

Here Matthew ſaid: 

Alma in verſe; in proſe, the mind, 
By Ariſtotle's pen defin'd, | 
Throughout the body ſquat or tall, 
Is bona fide all in all. 

And yet, lap daſh, is all again 

In ev'ry ſinew, nerve, and vein : 


Runs here and there, like Hamlet's ghoſt ; 


While every where ſhe rules the roaſt. 


This Syſtem, Richard, we are told, 


The men of Oxford firmly hold, 


The Cambridge wits, you know, deny 
With ip/e dixit to comply. 


68 POEMS ON 

They ſay (for in good truth they ſpeak 

With ſmall reſpe& of that old Greck) 

That, putting all his words together, 

»Tis three blue beans in one blue bladder. 
Alma they ſtrenuouſly maintain, 

*Sits cock-horſe on her throne the brain; 

And from that ſeat of thought diſpcaſcs 

Her ſov'reign pleaſure to the tents, 

Tuo optic nerves, they ſay, the ties, 

Like ſpectacles, a-croſs the eyes; 

By which the ſpirits bring her word, 

Whene'er the balls are fix'd, or ſtitr'd; 

How quick at park and play they ſtrike; 

The Duke they court : the toaſt they like : 

And at St. James's turn their grace 

From former ſriends, now out of place. 
Without thoſe aids, to be more ſerious, 

Her pow'r, they hold, had been precarious : 

The eyes might have conſpir'd her ruin; 

And ſhe not known, what they were doing. 

Fooliſh it had been, and unkind, 

That they ſhould ſee, and ſhe be blind. 

Wiſe nature likewiſe, they ſuppoſe, 

Has drawn two conduits down our noſt 2 

Cou'd Alma elſe with judzment tell, 

When cabbage ſtinks, or roſes ſmell ? 

Or who would aſk for her opinion 

Between an oyſter and an onion ? 

For from moſt bodies, Dick, you know, 

Some little bits aſk leave to flow; 
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And, as thro' theſe canals they roll, 

Bring up a ſample of the whole. 

Like footmen running before coaches, 

To tell the inn, what lord approaches. 

By nerves about our palate plac'd, 

She likewiſes judges of the taſte. 

Elie (diſmal thought!) our warlike men 

Might drink thick Port, for fine Champagne ; 

And our ill-judging wives and daughters 

Nliſtake ſmall-beer for Citron waters. 
Hence too, that ſhe might better hear, 

She ſets a drum at either ear; 

And loud or gentle, harſh or ſweet, 

Are but th' Alarums which they beat. 
Laſt to enjoy her ſ:nſe of fecling 

(A thing ſhe much delights to deal in) 

A thoutand little nerves ſhe ſends 

Quite to our toes and fingers' ends; 

And theſe in graticude again 

| Return their ſpirits to the brain ; 

In which their figure being printed 

(As jult before, I think, I hinted) 

Alma inform'd can try the caſe, 

As ſhe had been upon the place. 

Thus, while the judge gives diff” rent journeys 

To country counſel, and attornies ; 

He on the bench in quiet ſits, 

Deciding, as they bring the writs. 

The Pope thus prays and ſleeps at Rome, 

And very ſeldom ſtirs from home; 
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Yet ſending forth his holy ſpies, 

And having heard what they adviſe, 

Je rules the chuich's bleſt dominions, 

And ſets men's faith by his opinions, 
The ſcholars of the Stagyrite, 

Who for the old opinion tight, 

Would make their modern friends confeſs, 

The diif rence but from more to leſs 

The Mind, ſay they, while you ſuſtain 

To hold her ſtation in the brain; 

You grant, at leaſt, ſhe is extended: 

Ergo the u hole diſpute is ended. 

For 'till to-morrow ſhou'd you plead 

From form and flruQure of the head; 

The Mind as viſibly is ſeen | 

Extended thro' the whole Machine. 

Why ſhould all honour then be ta'en 

From lower parts to load the brain; 

When other I.mbs we plaialy ſee, 

Each in liis way, as briſk as he? 

For muſic, grant the head reccives it: 

It is the artiſt's hand that gives it. 

And tho' the ſcull may wear the laurel ; 

The ſoldier's hand ſuſtains the quarrel. 

Beſides, the noſtrils, ears, and eycs 

Are not his parts, but his allies, 

Ev'n what you hear the tongue proclaim, 

Comes ab origine from them. 

What could the head perform alone, 

If all their fricudly aids were gone ? 
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A fooliſh figure he muſt make; 
Do nothing elle, but ſleep and ake. 

Nor matters it, that you can ſhow, 
How to the head the ſpirits go. 

Thoſe ſpirits ſtarted from ſome goal, 
Before they thro' the veins cou'd roll 
Now we ſhould hold them much to blame, 
If they went back, before they came. 

If therefore, as we muſt ſuppoſe, 
They came from fingers, and from toes; 
Or toes, or fingers in this caſe, 

Of Num- ſcull's ſelf ſhould take the place. 
Diſputing fair, you grant thus much, 
That all ſenſation is but touch. 

Dip but your toes into cold water, 
Their correſpondent teeth will chatter; 
And ſtrike the bottom of your feet 

You ſet your head into a heat. 

The bully beat, and happy lover 
Confeſs, that feeling lies all over. 
Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our youth may learn from Creech) 
That eyes were made but could not view; 
Nor hands embrate, nor feet purſue ; 

But heedleſs nature did produce 

The members firſt, and then the uſe. 
What each muſt act, was yet unknown, 
Till all is mov'd by chance alone. 

A A man firſt builds a country ſeat: 
Then finds the walls not good to eat. 
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Another plants, and wond'ring ſees 

Nor books, nor medals on his trces. 

Yet poet and phitolupher 

Was he, who durſt ſuch whims aver. 

Bleſt, for his ſake, be human reaſon, 

That came at all, tho' late, in ſeaſon. 
But no man ſute ere left his houſe, 

And ſaddl'd Ball with thoughts fo wild, 

To bring a midwife to his ſpouſe, 

Before he knew ſhe was with chi d. 

And no man ever reapt his corn, 

Or from the oven drew his bread, 

Ere hinds and bakers yet were born, 

That taught them both to ſow and knead, 

Before they're aſk'd, can maids refuſe ? 

Can—Pray, ſays Dick, hold in your muſe, 

While you Pindaric truths rehearſe; 

She hobbles in alternate verſe, 

Verſe ? Mat. reply'd : is that my care? 

Go on, quoth Richard, ſoft and fair. 
This looks, friend Dick, as nature had 

But exercis'd the ſaleſman's trade: 

As if ſhe haply had fat down, 

And cut out cloaths for all the town : 

Then ſent them out to Monmouth ſtreet, 

To try what perſons they would fit. 

But ev'ry free and licenc'd taylor 

Would in this theſis find a failure. 

Should whims like theſe his head perplex, 

How could he work for either ſex ? 
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His cloaths, as atoms might prevail, 

Might fit a piſmire, or a whale. 

No, no: he views with ſtudious pleaſure 

Your ſhape, before he takes your meaſure. 

For real Kate he made the boddice, 

And not for an ideal goddeſs. 

No error near his ſhop- board lurk' d: 

He knew the folks for whom he work'd. 

Still to their ſize he aim'd his (kill : 

Elſe, pr'ythee, who would pay his bill? 
Next, Dick, if Chance herſelf thould vary; 

Obſerve, how matters would miſcarry : 

Acroſs your eyes, friend, place your ſhoes ; 

Your ſpectacles upon your toes; 

Then you and Memmius ſhall agree, 

How nicely men would walk, or ſre. 

But wiſdom, peeviſh and crois-grain'd, 

Muſt be oppos d, to be ſuſtain'd. | 

And till your knowledge will increaſe, 

As you make other people's leſs. 

In arms and ſcience tis the ſame : 

Our rival's hurts create our fame. 

At Faubert's if diſputes ariſe 

Among the champions for the prize; 

To prove, who gave the fairer butt, 

John ſhews the chalk on Robert's coat. 

So, for the honour of your book, 

It tells, where other folks miſtook : 
And, as their notions you confound, 
Ihoſe you invent get farther grounds 

Vol, II. G 5 
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The commentators on old Ari- 

Notle ('tis urg'd) in judgment vary: 

They to their own conceits have brought 

The image of his general thought, 

Juſt as the melancholic eye 

Sees flects and armies in the ſky; 

And to the poor apprentice car 

The bells ſound Whittington Lord May'r. 

The conj'rer thus explains his ſcheme : 

Thus ſpirits walk, and prophets dream; 

North-Britons thus have ſecond ſight; 

And Germans free from gun-ſhot fight. 
Theodoret, and Origen, 

And fifty other learned men | 

Atteſt, that if their comments find 

The traces of their maſter's mind ; 

Alma can ne'er decay nor die: 

This flatly t'other {© deny, 

Simplicius, 'Theophraſt, Durand; 

Great names, but hard in verſe to ſtand. 

'They wonder men ſhould have miſtook 

The tenets of their maſter's book: 

And hold, that Alma yields her breath, 

O'ercome by age, and feiz'd by death. 


Now which were wiſe ? and which were fools? 


Y'oor Alma fits between two flools ; 
The more ſhe rea!s, the more p-rplext ; 
Te comment wi ing tle text: 

Now ſcars nern ter dou' t ful fate: 
But Richard. i 100k ho t 
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- 2ur own affairs purſue, 
ent *piteas, old or new, 
with half an cye may ſee, 
nl; tam 4 to diſagree. 
to bring chings to iair concluſion, 
„ 1 fave much Chriſtian ink's effuſion; 
Let me propoſe a healing ſcheme, 
And fail along the middle ſtream: 
For. Dick, if we could reconcile 
Old Ariſtotl: with Gaſſendus 
How many would admire our toil ? 
And yet how few would comprehend us? 
Here, Richard, let my ſcheme commence, 
Oh! may my words be lolt in ſenſe; 
While pleas'd Thalia deigns to write 


The flips and bounds of Alma's flight, 


My ſimple ſyſtem ſhall ſuppoſe 
That Alma enters at the tocs ; 
That then ſhe mounts by juſt degrees 
Up to the ancles, legs, and knees; 
Next as the ſap of life does riſe, 


She lends her vigour to the thighs ; 


And all theſe under regions paſt, 

She neſtles ſomewhere near the waſte : 
Gives pain or pleaſure, grief or laughter; 
As we ſhall ſhow at large hereafter. | 
Mature, if not improv'd by time 


Up to the heart ſhe loves to climb : 


From thence, compell'd by craft and age, 
She made the head her lateſt ſtage. 
G 2 
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From the feet upward to the head; 
Pithy, and ſhort, ſays Dick: proceed. 
Dick, this is not an idle notion: 

Obſerve the progreſs of the motion: 

Firſt I demonſtratively prove, 

That feet were only made to move; 
And legs deſire to come and go: 

For they have nothing elſe to do. 
Hence, lung before the child can craul. 
He learns to kick, aud wince, and ſprau!: 
To hinder which, your midwife knows 
To bind thoſe parts extremely cloſe ; 
Lei: Alma newly cntcr'd in, 

And ſtunn'd at her own chriſt'ning's din, 
FTearful of future grief and pain, 

Shauld filently ſneak out again. 

Full pitcous ſeems young Alma's caſe: 
As in a luckleſs gameſter's place, 

She would not play, yct muſt not paſs. 

Again as ſhe g1ows ſomething ſtronger, 

And maſter's feet are ſwath'd no longer, 
If in the night too oft he kicks, 

Or ſhows his loco-motive tricks; 
"Theſe firſt aſſaults fat Kate repays him. 
When half-aſleep ſhe overlays him. 

Now mark, dear Richard, from the age, 
That children tread this worldly ſtage, 
Broom-ſtatf or pocker they beitride, 

And round tlic parlour love to ride; 
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Till thoughtful father's pious care 
Provides his brood, next Smithhficld fair, 
With ſupplemental hobby horſes; 
Aud happy be their infant courſes ! | 
Hlence for ſome years they ne'er ſtand till ; 
Their legs, you ſee, direct their will. 
From opening morn tiil ſetting ſun, 
Around the ficlds and woods they run: 
They friſk, and dance. and leap. and piay ; 
Nor heed, what Friend or Snape can 1ay. 
| To her next ſtige as Alma flies, 
| And likes, as I have faid the thighs : 
With ſympathetic pow'r ſhe warms 
'Their good allies and friends, the arms. 
While Betty dances on the green, | 
And Suſan is at ſtool ball ſeen : 
While John for nine- pins does declare; 
And Roger loves to pitch the bar; 
Path legs and arms ſpontancous move: 
Which was the thing 1 meant to prove. 
Another motion now ii: makes: 
O need I name the ſeat the takes? 
His thought quit chang'd the ſtripling finds; 
Ihe ſport and race no more he minds: 
Neglected Tray and Pointer lie: 
And covies unmoleſted fly, 
Sudden the jocund plain he leaves; 
Aud for the nymph in ſecret grieves. 
In dying accents he complains 
Of cruel fircs, and raging pains. 
| G3 
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The nymph too longs to be alone; 

Leaves all the ſwains and ſighs for one. 

The nymph is warm'd with young deſire; 

And feels, and dies to quench his fire. 

They mect cach evening in the grove : 

Their parley but augments their love. 

Zo to the prieſt their caſe they tell: 

He ties the knot; and all goes well. 
But, O my muſe, juſt diſtance keep : 

Thou art a maid, and muſt not peep. 

In nine months time the boddice looſe, 

And petticoats too ſhort diſcloſe, 

That at this age the active mind 

About the waſte lies moſt confin'd; 

And that young life, and quick'ning ſenſe 

Spring from his influence darted thence. 

So from the middle of the world 

The ſun's prolific rays are hurl'd: 

Tis from that ſeat he darts thoſe beams, 

Which quicken earth with genial flames. 
Dick, who thus long had paſſive fat, 

Here ſtroak'd his chin, and cock'd his hat; 

Then fſlapp'd his hand upon the board; 

And thus the youth put in his word. 

Love's advocates, ſweet fir, would find him 

A higer place than you affign'd him. 

Love's advocates. Dick, who are thoſe ? 

The poets, you may well ſuppoſe. 

I'm ſorry, ſir, you have diſcarded 


The men, with whom till now you nerded. | 


| 
| 
| 
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broſc- men alone for private ends, 

I thought, forſook their ancient friends. 
In cor Ri!lroit, eries Lucretius ; 

If he may be allow'd to teach us. 

The {el\-ſame thing ſoft Ovid ſays, 

(A proper judge in ſuch a caſe.) 

Horace his phraſe is torret jecur; 


And happy was that curious ſpeaker. 


Here Virgil too has plac'd his paſſion : 
What iignifies too long quotation ? 
In ode and epic plain the cat is, 
nat love holds one of theſe two places. 
Dick, without paſſion or reflection, 
I (traight demoint this obj< Aion, 
Firtt poets, all the world agrecs, 
Writ: half to profit, half to plate. 
Natter and figure they produce: 
For garnith this, and that for uſe ; 
And, in the ſtructure of their feaſts, 


They ſeek to feed, and ple ſe their gueſts; 


But one may balk this good intent, 
And take things otherwite tran meant. 
Thus, if you dine with my Lord NMay'r, 
Roa!t-beef and ven'ton is your fare: 
Thence you proceed to ſwan and buſtard, 
And perſcvere in tart, and cuſtard ; 
Pat tulip-leaves, and lemon-pe:l 
H-lp only to adorn tie meal: 

And painted flags, ſuperb and n-at, 
Proclaim you welcome to the treat. 
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The man of ſenſe his meat devours; Y 

But only ſmells the perl, and flow'rs; 

And he muſt be an idle dreamer, 

Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the ſtreamer. 
That Cupid goes with bow and arrows, 

And Venus keeps her coach and ſparrows, 

Is all but emblem to acquaint one, 

The ſon is ſharp, the mother wanton. 

Such images have ſometimes ſhowa 

A myſtic ſenſe, but oftner none. 

For who conceives, what bards deviſe, 

That heav'n is plac'd in Celia's cycs, 

Or whetrc's the ſenſe, direct or moral, 

Tuat tecth are pearl, or lips are coral? 

Your Horace owns, he various wiit, _ 

As wild, or ſober magzot> vit: | 

And, wherc too much the poet rantcd, 

The ſage philoſopher recanted. 

His grave Epiſtles may diſprove 

The wantoa Odes he made to Love, 
Lucrctius kecps a mighty porther 

With Cupid, and his fancy'd mother: 

Calls her great qucen of ca:th and air; 

Declares, that wiads and ſeas obcy her; 

And, while her honour he re}Eearſcs, 

Implores her to inſpire his verſes. 

| Yet, free from this poetic maduc ſe, 

Next page he ſays in ſoher faenels, 

That ſhe and all her fellou- gods 

Sit idling in their kigh abodes, 
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Regardleſs of this world below, 
Our health or hanging, well or woe; 
Nor once diſturb their heav'niy ſpirits 


With Scapia's cheats, or Cacſar's merits. 


Nor c'er can Latin ports prove, 
Where lies the real ſcat of love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce, 
As cither beſt ſupplics their verſc : 


And, if folks aik the reaton ſor't, 


Say, one was long, and t'other ſhort, 


Thus, I preſume, the Britiſh mule, 


May take the freedom ſtrangers ule. 

In proſe our property is greater: 

Why ſhould it then be leſs in metre ? 
If Cupid throws a ſingle dart; 

We make him wound the lover's heart: 
But if he takes his bow, and quiver; 


Tis ſure he mult transfix the liver: 


For rhime with teaſon may diſpenſe : 

And ſound has right to govern ſenſe. 
But let you friends in verſe ſuppoſe, 

What ne'er ſhall be allow'd in proſe; 

Anatomiſts can make it clear, 

The Liver minds his own aftair: 

Kindly ſupplies our public uſes ; 


And parts and ſtrains the vital juices ; 


Still lays ſome uſeful bilc aſide, 
To tinge the chvle's inſipid tide : 
Elſe we ſhould want both gibe and ſatyr; 


| And all be burſt with pure good nature. 
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Now gall is bitter with a witneſs ; 
And lore is all delight and ſweetneſs : 
My logic then has loſt its aim, 
If ſweet and bitter be the ſame: 
And, he, methinks, is no great ſcholar, 
Who can miſtake deſire for choler. 

The like may of the heart be ſaid; 
Coutage and terror there are bred. 
All thoſe, whoſe hearts are looſe and low, 
Start, it they hear but the tattoo: 
And mighty phyſical their fear is, 
For, ſoon as noiſe of combat near is, 
Their heart, deſcending to their breeches, 
Muſt give their ſtomach cruel] t witches, 
But heroes who o'crcome or die, | 
Have their hearts hung extremely hizh : 
The ſtrings of which, in battle's heat, | 
Againſt their very corſlets beat; | 


* 


| Keep time with their own trumpet's meaſure; 
And yicld 'em moſt exceſſive plcaſure, 
Now if tis chicfly in the heart, 
That courage does itſclf exert ; 
* Cwill be prodigious hard to prove, 
That this is cke the throne of love. 
Would nature make one place the ſcat 
Of fond deſire, and fell debate? 
Moſt pcople only take delight in | | 
Thoſe hours, when they are tir'd with fighting? | 
And has no man, but who has kill'd 
& father, right to get a child? 
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theſe notions then I think but idle: 
And love ſhall ſtill poſſeſs the middle. 
This truth more plainly to diſcover, 
Suppoſe your hero were a lover. 
Tho' he before had gall and rage, 
Which death, or conqueſt muſt aſſwage; 
He grows diſpirited and low: 
He hates the fight, and ſhuns the foe. 
In ſcornful ſloth Achilles ſle pt; 
And for his wench, like Tall-boy, wept! 
Nor would return to war and ſlaughter; 
"Till they brought back the parſon's daughter. 
Antonius fled from AGium's coaſt, 
Auguſtus preſſing, Alia loſt : 
His ſails by Cuyid's hand unfurl'd, 
To keep tlie fair, he gave the world. 
| Edward our fourth, rever'd and crown'd, 
| Vig'rous in youth, in arms renown'd ; 


* 


While England's voice, and Warwick's care 
Deſign'd him Gallia's beauteous heir; 
Chang'd peace and pow'r for rage and wars, 
Only to dry one widow's tears. 
France's fourth Henry we may ſee, 
A ſervant to the fair d' Eſtree; 
When quitting Coutras proſp'rous field, 
| And fortune tauglit at length to yield, 
Hle from his guards and midnight tent, 
Diſguis d o'cr hills and vallics went, 
To wanton with the ſprightly dame; 
And in his plcaſure loſt his fame. 
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Bold is the critic, who dares prove, 
Theſe heroes were no friends to love ; 
And bolder hc, who dares aver, 
That they were enemies to war. | 
Yet, when their thoughts ſhould, now or never, 
Have ra1s'd their Heart, or fir'd their Liver; 
Fond Alma to thoſe parts was gone, 
Which Love more juſtly calls his own. 
Examples I could cite you more; 
But be contented with theſe four : 
For when one's proofs are aptly choſen ; 
Four are as valid as four dozen. 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome; 
The other two .grew nearer home. 
For ſome in ancient books delight, 
Others prefer what moderns write; 
Now I ſhould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both. 


THE SECOND CANTO. 


Bor ſnall we take the muſe abroad, 
To drop her idly on the road? 
And leave our ſubject in the middle, 
As Butler did his bear and fiddle ? 
Yet he, conſummate maſter, knew 
When to recede, and where purſue : 
His noble negligences teach, 
What others toils deſpair to reach. 
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He, perſect dancer, elimbs the rope, 
And balances your fcar and hope: 
If after ſome diſlinguiſh'd leap, 
He drops his pole, and ſcems to lip ; 
Straight gath'ring all his actire ſtrength, 
He riſes higher half his length. 
With wonder you approve his flight ; 
And owe your plcaſure to your fright. 
Burt like poor Andrew, I advance, 
Falſe mimic of my maller's dance: 
Around the cord a while I ſprawl; 
And thence, tho' low, in earneſt fall. 
My preface tells you, I digreſs'd: 

He's half abſolv'd who has conſeſs d. 

I like, quoth Dick, your ſimilé: 
And in return, take two from me. 
As maſters in the Clare obſcure, 
With various light your eyes allure: 
A flaming yellow here they ſpread; 
Draw off in blue, or charge in red: 
Yet from theſe colours oddly mix'd, 
Your ſight upon the whole is fix d. 
Or as, again, your courtly dames 
(Whoſe cloaths returning birth-day claims} 
By arts improve the ſtutfs they vary; 
And things are beſt as moſt contrary. 
The gown with ſtiff embroid'ry ſhining, 
Looks charming with a ſlighter lining: 
The out, if Indian figures itain ; 
The in- ſide muſt be rich and plain. 

„ Vor. I. Es eu 
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So you, great authors, have thought fit, 

To make digreſſion temper wit: 

When arguments too fiercely glare, 

You calm 'em with a milder air: 

To break thcir points, you turn their force ; 
And furbelow the plain diſcourſe. 

Richard, quoth Mat, theſe words of thine 
Speak ſomething fly, and ſomething fine: 
But I ſhall een reſume my theme; 
However thou may'ſt praiſe, or blame. 

As people marry now, and ſettle ; 
Fierce love abates his uſual mettle: 
Worldly defires, and houſchold cares 
Diſturb the godkcad's ſoft affairs: 

So now, as health or temper changes, 

In larger compats Alma ranges, 

This day below, the next above; 

As light or ſolid whimſies move. 

So merchant has his houſe in town, 

And country frat ncar Bonſted down: 
Trom one he datcs his forcign letters, 
Sends out lis goods, and duns his debtors: 
In t'other, at his hours of leiſure, 

He ſmoaks his pipe, and takes his pleaſure. 

And now your matrimonial Cupid, 
I.aſh'd on by time, grows tir'd and ſtupid. 
For ſtory and expenience tell us, | 
hat man grows cold, and woman jealous, 
Loth would their little ends ſecure : 
lie hals for freedom, (he for pow'r. 
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His wi.hcs tend abroad to roam; 

And hers, to domincer at home. 
Thus paſſion flags by flo degrees; 
Aad ruffled more, delighted lets, 

June buſy mind does ſeldom go 

1% tlofe once charming fats below: 
Ir in the breaſt incamp'd, prepares 
Fr uell-bred feints, and future wars, 
ne man ſutpects his lady's crying 
(When he laſt autumn lay a-dying) 
Was but to gain him to appoint her 
By codicil a larger join ture. 

The woman finds it all a trick, 

Taat he could ſwoon, uhen the was ſick; 
And knows, that in that grief he reckou'd 
On black-ey'd Suſan for his fecon.l. 

Thus having ſtrove ſame tedious vears 

With feign'd deſires, and real fears ; 
And tir'd with anfwers and replics, 

Of john affirms, and Martha lies; 
Leaving this endleſs altercation, 

The mind affects a higher ſtation. 

Poltis, that gen'rous King of Thrace, 

I think, was in this very caſe. 

All Aſia now was by the ears: 

And gods beat up for voluntcers 
To Greece and Troy; while Poitis fat 
In quiet, governing his ſtate. 

And whence, ſaid the pacific king, 
| Does all this noiſe and diſcord ſpring ? 

| | H 2 
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Why, Paris took Atiides' wife —— 
With eaſe 1 could compoſe this ſtrife ; 
The injur'd hero ſhould not loſe, 
Nor the young lover want a ſpouſe : 
But Helen chang'd her firſt condition, 
Without her huſband's juſt permiſſion. 
What ſrom the dame can Paris hope? 
She may as ul from him «lope. 
Again, how can her old good-man 
With honour take her back again? 
From hence l logicolly gather 
The woman cannot live with cither. 
Now l have two tight honeſt wires, 
For whoſe poſicfſion no man ſtrives? 
One to Atrides I will ſend; 
And t'other to my Trojan ſriend. 
Each prince ſhall thus with honour have, 
What both ſo warmly ſcem to crave: 
The wrath of gods and man ſtall ceaſe; 
And Poltis live and die in peace. 
Dick, if this ſtory plcaſeth thee, 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me. 
Howe*cr ſwift Alma's flight may vary, 
(Take this by way of corollary: ) 
Some limbs ſhe finds the very ſame, 
In place, and dignity, and name: 
"Theſe dwell at ſuch convenient diſtance, 
That each may give his friend aſſiſtancc. 
'Thus he who runs or dances, hegs 
The cqual vigour of two legs; 
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so much to both does Alma truſt, 
She ne'er regards, which goes the firſt, 
Teague could make neither of them ſtay, 
When with himſelf he ran away. 
The man who (trugg!cs in the fight, 
Fatigues left arm as well as right: 
For whilſt one hand cxalts the biow, 
And on the carth extends the fo. ; 
T' other would take it wond rous ill, 
If in your pocket he lay ſill. 
And when you {hot, and {hut one eye, 
You cannot think, he would deny 
To lend the t'other friendly aid, 
Or wink, as coward, and afraid. 
No, Sir; whilſt he withdraws his flame; 
His comrade takes the ſurer aim. 
One moment of his beams recede; 
As ſoon as c'er the bird is dead, 
Opcning again, he lays his claim 
To halt the profit, half the fame ; 
And helps to pocket up the game. 
Tis thus one tradeſman flips away, 
To give his partner fairer play. 

Some limbs azain in bulk or ſtature 
Ualike, and not a-kin by nature, 
In concert act, like modern fricads ; 
Becauſe one ſerves the t'other's ends. 
The arm thus waits upon the heart, 
So quick to take the bully's part; 

| H 2 
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'That one, though one, decides more flow 

Than t'other executes the blow. 

A ſtander-by may chance to have it, 

Ere Hack himſelf perceives he gave it. 
The am'rous eyes thus always go 

A- ſtrolling for their friends below: 

For long before the ſquire and dame 

Have tete a fete relicv'd their flame; 

Ere viſits yet are brought about, 

The eye by ſympathy looks out: 

Knows Florimel, and longs to meet her: 

And, if he ſces, is ture to grect her, 

Tho' at ſaſh window, on the ſtairs, 


At court, nay (authors ſay) at pray'rs 


The funeral of tome valiant knight 
May give this thing its proper light. 
View his two gantlets : theſe declare 
That both his Lands were us'd to war. 
And from his two gilt ſpurs tis Icarn'd, 
His feet were equally concern'd, | 
But have you not with thought beheld 
The ſword hang dangling o'er the theild ? 


Which ſhows the breaſt, that plate was us'd to, 


Had aa ally right arm to truſt to: 

And by the peep-holes in his creſt, 

Is it not virtually confeſt, | 
That there his eves took diſtant aim, 
And glanc'd reſpect to that bright dame, 
In whoſe delight his hope was center'd, 
And for whoſe glove his life he ventur's ? 
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Objections to my general ſyſtem 
M1; rife perhaps; and l have miſt them: 
But 1 can call to my aſſiſtance 
Proximity (mark that!) and diſtance : 
Can prove, that all things, on occaſion, 
Love upion, and defire adiiction ; 
That Alma merely is a ſcale; 
And motives, like the weights prevail. 
It neither de turn down or up. 


Wich lois or cain, with fear or hope; 


The baiince atwarys backs Pb ev'n, 

Like Nah'met's to nb, 'twixt carth and heav'n. 
This, Richard, is a curious caſe: 

Suppoſe your eyes ict cqual are, 

CD m two diſtant pots TH ale, 

Rot knowing, which uus mild or ſtale: 

In this fad ftizte your doubtful choice 

Would never hart the caſting voice: 

W'lrichh beit or wortt, you could not think; 

And die you mun tor want of diink ; 

Uuleis ſome chance inctines your Geht, 

Setting one pit in faiter ligl.t: 

Juen s cter or A, or TR 

As lines and angels belt agict : 

Your ſenſz refolv'd impells your will: 

So drink your fili. 
Have you bot wten a bakter's maid 

Between too equal panniers 1way'd ? 

Her tallics vices I's, and idle, 

II placed exactiy in the n.iddie: 


Size guides your hand, 
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But forc'd from this unactive ate, 
By virtue of ſome caſual weight ; 
On either ſide ye hear 'em clatter, 

And judge of right and left hand matter. 
Now, Richard, this coercive force, 
Without your choice, muſt take its courſe, 

Great kings to wars arc pointed forth, 

Like loaded ncedles to the north, 

And thou and l, by pow'r unſcen, 

Arc barely paſſixe, and teck'd in 

To Ucnaul:'s vaults, or Celia's chamber, 

As (ſhaw and paper are by amber. | 

If we fit down to play or ſet 

(Svppoir at Omb re or Ballet) 

Let pcople call us cheats or fool; 

Our cards and we are equal tovis. 

We ſure in vain the cards condemn: 

' Ourſcives both cut and thuffi'd them. 

In vain on fortune's aid rely: 

dhe only is a ſtandet by. OY) 

Poor men! poor papers! we and they 

Do ſome impultive force obey ; 

And are but play'd with—Do not play, 

But ſpace and matter we ſhould lame; 

They palm'd the trick that loſt the game. 
Thus to ſave further contradiction, 

Againſt what vou may think but fiction : 

1 for atttuction, Dick, declare: 

Deuy it thoſe bold men that dare. 


Kyra 
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A3 «ll your motion, as your thought 
Is all hy hidden impulſe wrought : 
Ev'n laying, that you think or walk, 
How like a country ſquire you talk? 
Mark then uA CC fancy or dchre 
Collects the beams of vital fire; 
Into that limb fair Alma flides, 
And there, pro tenprie, reſides. 
She dwells in Nicholini's tongue, 
When Pyrrhus chants the heav'nly ſong: 
When Pedro does the lute command, 
Se guides the cunning artiſt's hand. 
7 hro' Macer's gullet ſhe runs down, 
When the vile glutton dines alone, 
And void of modceity and thought, 
She ſollous Eibo's endleſs draught. 
Thro' the ſoft ſex again the ranges; 
As youth, caprice, oc faſhion changes. 
Fair Alma carelcfs and ſerene, 

In Fannv's fprightly eyes is ſeen ; 
While they difſuſe their infant beams, 
Themſclves not conſcious of their flames. 
Again fair Alma ſits confeſt, 

| On Florimel's cxperter breaſt ; 
When ſhe the riſing ſigh conſtrains, 
And by conccaling ipeuks her pains. 
In Cynthia's neck fair Alma glows, 
When the vain thing her jewels ſhows : 
When ſenny's ſtays are newly lac'd, 
Fair Alma plays about her uaſte; 
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And when the faclling hoop ſuſtiins 
Tre rich biocade, fair Alma deigus 
Into that louer ſpace to enter 
Of the large round, hertclt the centre. 
Aram: that fivgle limb or ſcatuie 
(Such is the cogent force of nature) 
Which moit did Alma's paſſiou more, 
In ti tirlt oiect of her love, 
For cver will be found contelt, 
And printed on the am'rous breaſt, 
0 Abclard, ill-fated vouth, 
Thy tale will juitify this truth: : 
But well I weet thy cracl wrong 
Adorns a nobler poct's ſong. 
Dan Pope for thy misſurtune ericy'd, 
With kind concern, and {kill has v.car'd 
A ſilken web; and nc'er (hall tade_ 
Its colours gently has he laid | 
The mant!: o'r thy fad diſtreſs + 
And Veaus ſhall the texture bleſs. 
He o'cr the weeping nun has drawn 
Such artſul folds of ſacred lawn ; 
That love with equal grief and pride, 
Shall ſee the crime, he ſtiives to hide: 
And ſoftly drawing back the veil, 
The god ſhall to his vot'rics tell 
Each conſcious tcar, cach bluſhing grace, 
That deck'd dear Eloiſa's face. 
Happy the poct, bleſt the lays, 
Which Buckingham has deign'd to praiſe, 
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Next Dick, as youth and habits ſways, 
A hundred gambols Alma plays. 
If, whilſt a boy, Jack ran from ſchool, 
Fond of his hunting-horn, and pole; 
Tho' gout and age his ſpeed detain, 
Old John halloos his hounds again: 
By his fire-ſide he (tarts the hare ; 
And turns her in his wicker chair: 
His feet, however lame, you find, 
Have got tlic better of his mind. 

If while the mind was in her leg, 
The dance aſſected nimble Peg; 
Old Madge, bewitch'd at ſixty one, 
Calls for Green Sleeves, and jumping Joan. 
In public maſk, or private ball, 
From Lincoln's-Inn, to {31 1{ſmith's-Hall, 
All Chriſtmas long away ſhe trudges; 
Trips it with prentices and judges: 
In vain her children urge her ſtay ; 
And age or palſy bar the way. 
But if thoſe images prevail, 
Which whilom did afſect the tail; 
She ſtill reviews the ancient ſcene ; 
Forgets the forty years between : 
Awkwardly gay, and oddly merry, 
Her ſcarf pale pink, her head-knot cherry: 
O'cr-heated with idcal rage, 
She cheats her ſon, to wed her page. 

If Alma, whilſt the man was young, 
glipp'd up too ſoon into his tongue: 
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Pleas'd with his own fantaſtic (kill, 

He lets that ucapon ne'er lic ſtill. 

On any paint it you ditpute ; 

Depend upon it, he'li contute: 

Change ſides; and you increafe your pain: 

For he'll confute you back apain. 

For one may tpeak with Tully's tongue; 

Yet all the while be in the wrong. 

And tis remarkable, that they 

Talk moſt, who have the lcaſt to ſay. 

Your dainty ſpeakers have the curſe, 

To plead bad cauſes down to vorte : 

As dames, «ho native beauty want, 

Still uglicr look, the more they paint. 
Again: if in the female ſex, 

Alma ſhould on this member fix ; 

(A crucl and a detp'rate caſe, 

From which heav'n ſhicld my lovely laſs! ) 

For evermore all care is vain, 

That would bring Alma down again. 

As in habitual gout, or ſtone, 

The only thing that can be done, 

Is to correct your drink, and dict, 

And keep the inward foe in quict: 

So, if for any ſins of ours, 

Or our ſorcfathers. higher powers, 

Severe tho! juſt, afllict our lite 

With that prime ill, a talb ing wife; 

Till death ſhall bring the kind relief: 

We muſt be patient, or be deaf, 
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You know, a certain lady, Dick, 
Who ſaw me when J laſt was ſick: 
She kindly talk d, at leaſt three hours, 
Of plaſtic forms, and mental pow'rs : 
Deſcrib'd our pre-exiſting ſtation, 
Before this vile terrene creation: 
And leaſt I ſhould be weary d, Madam, 
To cut things ſhort, came down to Adam; 
From whence, as faſt as ſhe was able, 
She drowns the world, and builds up Babel: 
Thro' Syria, Perſia, Greece ſhe goes; 
And takes the Romans in the cloſe, 
But we'll deſcant on gen'ral nature: 
This is a ſyſtem, not a ſatyr. 
Turn we this globe; and let us ſee, 
How diff*rent nations diſagree, 
In what we wear, or eat and drink; 
Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think, 
In water as yon ſmell and taſte | 
The ſoils, thro' which it roſe and paſt; 
In Alma's manners you may read 
The place where ſhe was born and bred. 


One people from their ſwaddling bands 


Relecas'd their infants feet and hands: 
Here Alma to theſe limbs was brought; 
And Sparta's offspring kick'd and fought, 

Another taught their babes to talk, 
Ere they cou'd yet in goe-carts walk; 
There Alma ſettl'd in the tongue; 
And orators from Athens ſprung. 

Vor. II. 1 
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Obſerve but in theſe neighb'ring lands, 
The diff rent uſe of mouths and hands: 
As men repos'd their various hopes, 
In battles theſe, and thoſe in tropes. 

In Britain's iſles, as Heylin notes, 
The ladies trip in petticoats : 
Which, for the honour of their nation, 
They quit but on ſome great occaſion. 
Men there in breeches clad you view : 
They claim that garment, as their due. 
In Turkey the reverſe appears: 
Long coats the haughty huſband wears: 
And greets his wife with angry ſpeeches ; 
If ſhe be ſeen without her breeches. 
In our fantaſtic climes the fair 

With cleanly powder dry their hair: 

And round their lovely breaſt and head 
Freſh flowers their mingl'd odours ſhed. 
Your nicer Hotentotes think meet, 
With guts and tripe to deck their feet : 
With down-caſt looks on Totta's legs, 
The ogling youth moſt hambly begs, 
She would not from his hopes remove 
At once his breakfaſt, and his love: 
And if the {kittiſh nymph ſhould fly, 
He in a double ſenſe muſt die. 

We ſimple Toaſters take delight 
To ſec our women's tecth look white, 
And ev'ry ſaucy ill-bred fellow 
Sncers at a mouth profoundly yellow, 
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In China none hold women feet, 
E «cept their ſaags ace black as jet. 
King Chihu put nine qucens to death, 
Coanvict on ſtatute, lv'ry teeth, 
At Voaquin if a prince ſhould die 
(As Jeſuits write, who never lie) 
The wife, and counſellor, and prieſt, 
Who ſcrv'd him moſt, and lov'd him beſt; 
Prepare, and light his fun'ral fire, 
And chearful on the pile expire. 
In Europe twould be hard to find 
In each degree one half ſo kind. 
Now turn we to the fartheſt eaſt, 
And there obſcrre the gentry dreſt; 
Prince Giolo, and his royal filters, 
Scar'd with ten thouſand comely bliſters; 
The marks remaining on the ſkia, 
To tell the quality within. | 
Diſtinguiſh'd flaſhes deck the great : 
As each excels in birth, or ſlate; 
His oylet-holes are more, and ampler : 
The king's own body was a ſampler. 
Happy the climate, where the beau 
_ Wears the ſame ſuit for uſe, and ſhow : 
And at a ſmall expence your wife, 
If once well pink'd, is cloath'd for life. 
Weſtward again the Indian fair 
Is nicely ſmear'd with fat of bear : 
Before you ſee. you ſmell your toaſt: 
And ſweeteſt ſhe, who ſtinks the moſt. 
12 
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The fineſt ſparks, and cleaneſt beaux, ] 


Drip from the ſhoulders to the toes. ; 
How ſlcek their ſkins! their joints how eaſy! ; 
There flovens only are not grealy. ] 


I mention'd diff* rent ways of brecding : 
Begin we in our children's reading. 
To Maſter John the Engliſh maid 
A horn-book gives of ginger-bread : ; 
And that the child may learn the better, 
As he can name, he cats the letter: | 
Proceeding thus with vaſt delight, | 
He ſpells, and gnaws, from left to right. 
But ſhew a Hebrew's hopeful ſon,. 
Where we ſuppoſe the book begun ? 
The child would thank you for your kindneſs, 
' And read quit backward from our Finis, | 
Devour he learning ne'er ſo faſt, 
Great A would be reſerv'd the laſt. 

An equal inſtance of this matter, 
Is in the manners of a daughter. 
In Europe, if a harmleſs maid, 
By nature and by love betray'd, 
Should ere a wife become a nurſe ; 
Her friends would look on her the worſe, 
In China, Dampier's travels tcll ye; 
(Look in the index for Pagelli:) 
Soon as the Britiſh ſhips unmoore, 
And jolly long-boat rows to ſhore; 
| Down come the nobles of the land: 

Each brings his daughter in his band, 
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Beſeeching the imperious tar 
To make her but one hour his care. 
The tender mother ſtands affrighted, 
| Left her dear daughter ſhould be lighted ; 
And poor Miſs Yaya dreads the ſhame 
Of going back the maid ſhe came. 
| Obſerve how cuſtom, Dick, compels 
The lady that in Europe dwells : 
After her tea ſhe ſlips away; 
And what to do, one need not ſay. 
Now ſee how great Pomonque's queen 
Behav'd herſelf amongſt the men; | 
Pleas'd with her punch, the gallant foul 
Firſt drank, then water'd in the bowl; 
And ſprinkl'd in the Captain's face 
The marks of her peculiar grace 

To cloſe this point, we need not roam 
For inſtances ſo far from home. 
What parts gay France from ſober Spain? 
A little riſing rocky chain. 
Of men born ſouth or north o'th' hill, 
Thoſe ſeldom move; theſe ne er ſtand till. 
Dick, you love maps, and may perceive 
Rome not far diſtant from Geneve. 
If the good Pope remains at home, 
He's the firſt prince in Chriſtendom. 
_ Chooſe then, good Pope, at home to ſtay ; 
Nor weſtward curious take thy way, 
Thy way unhappy ſhould'ſt thou take 
From Tiber's bank to Leman-lake ; 

| - 
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Thou art an aged prieſt no more, 
But a young flaring painted whore: 
Thy ſex is loſt : thy town is gone, 
No longer Rome, But Babylon. 
That ſome few leagues ſhould make this * 
To men unlcarn'd ſeems mighty ſtrange. 
But necd we, friend, inſiſt on this ? 
Since in the very Cantons Swits, 
All your philoſophers agree, 
And prove it plain, that one may te 
A heretic, or true believer, 
On this, or t other ſide a river. 
Here with an artful ſmile, quoth Dick, 
Your proofs come mighty full and thick— 
The bard on this extenſive chapter, 
Wound up into poetic rapture, 
Cout inu' d: Richard, eaſt your eye 
ky night upon a winter ſky : 
_ Call it by day-light on the ſtrand 
Which compaſſes fair Albion's land: 
If you can count the ſtars that glow 
Above, or ſands that lic below; 
Into theſe common places look, 
Which from great authors I have took : 
And count the proofs I have collected, 
To have my writings well protected. 
Theſe 1 lay by for time of need; 
And thou may at thy leiſure read, 
For ſtanding every critic's rage, ' 
I fatcly will to future age 
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My Syſtem, as a gift, bequeath, 


Vito: ious over ſpight, and death. 


THE THIRD CANTO. 


IciazD, who now was half a-ſleep, 
Rous d; nor would longer ſilence keep: 

And ſenſe like this, in vocal breath 
Broke from his twofold hedge of teeth. 
Now if this phraſe too harih he thought ;; 
Pope, tell the world, tis not my fault. 
Old Homer taught us thus to ſpeak ; 
If 'tis not ſenſe, at leaſt 'tis Greek. 

As folks, quoth Richard, prone to leaſing 
Say things at firſt, becauſe they're plcaſing; 
"Then prove what they have long aſſerted; 
Nor care to have their lic deſerted : 

Till their own dreams at length deceive em; 
And oft repeating, they helicve em; 

Or as again thoſe am'rous blades, 

Who trifice with their mother's maids; 

Tho' at the fiſt their wild delire, 

Was but to quench a preſent fire 2 


Yet if the object of their love 


Chance by Lucina's aid to prove ; 

They ſeldom let the bantling roar 

In baſket, at a neighbour's door: 

But by the flatt'ring glaſs of nature, 
Vizwing themſelves in Cake-bread's feature 
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Wrth ſcrious thought and care ſupport, 
What only was begun in ſport. 

Juſt fo with you, my friend, it fares, 
Who deal in philoſophic wares; 
Atoms you cut; and forms you meaſure, 
To gratify your private pleaſure ; 

"Till airy feeds of caſual wit 
Do ſome fantaſtic birth beget : 
Ard pleas'd to find your ſyſtem mended, 
Beyond what you at firſt intended, 
The happy whimſey you purſue ; 
Till you at length believe it true. 
Taught by your own deluſive art, 
You fancy firſt, and then aſſert. 

 Quoth Matthew: Friend, as far as 1 
Thro' art or nature caſt my eye, 
This axiom clearly 1 diſcern, 
That one muſt teach, and t'other learn. 
No fool Pythagoras was thought: 
Whilſt he his weighty doctrines taught; 
He made his lift'ing ſcholars ſtand, 
Their mouth till cover'd with their hand; 
Elſe, may be, ſome odd-thinking youth, 
Leſs friend to doctrine than to truth, 
Might have refus'd to let his cars 
Attend the muſic of the ſpheres ; 
Deny'd all tranſmigrating ſcenes, 
And introduc'd the uſe of beans. 
From great Lucretius take his void; 
And all the world is quite deſtroy d. 
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| Deny Des-Cart his ſubtil matter; 
Jou leave him neither fire, nor water. 
| How oddly would Sir Iſaac look, 
Ik you, in anſwer to his book, 
Say in the front of your diſcourſe, 
That things have no elaſtic force? 
How could our chemic friends go on, 
To find the philoſophic ſtone ; 
If you more pow'rful reaſons bring, 
To prove, that there is no ſuch thing. 
Your chiefs in ſciences and arts, 
Have great contempt of Alma's parts. 
They find, ſhe giddy is, or dull; 
She doubts if things ate void, or full: 
And who ſhould be preſum'd to tell, 
What the herſelf ſhouid ſee, or feel? 
She doubts if two and two make four, 
Tho' ſhe has told em ten times o'er. 
It can't it may be ——and it muſt 2 
To which of theſe muſt Alma truſt ? 
| Nay further yet they make her go, 
Ia doubting, if ſhe doubts, or no. 
Can ſyllogiſm ſet things right ; 
No: majors ſoon with minors fight: 
Or, both in friendly conſort join'd, 
The conſequence limps falſe behind. 
So to ſome cunning-man ſhe zoes, 
And aſks of him, how much the knows. 
With patience grave he hears her ſpeak; 
And from his ſhort notes, gives her back 
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What from her tale he comprehended : 
Thus the difpute is wiſely ended. 

From the account e loſer brings, 
The conj'rer knows, wl: ſtole the things. 


Squire (interrupted Dick) ſince when 


Were you amongſt theſe cunning-men ? 

Dear Dick, quoth Mat, let not thy force 
Of eloquence ſpoil my diſcourſe. 

I tell thee, this is Alma's caſe, 
Still aſking, what ſome wiſe-man ſays, 
Who does his mind in words reveal, 
Which all muſt grant; tho' few can ſpell. 
| You tell your doctor, that y'are ill: 
And what does he, but write a bill, 
Of which you need not read one letter? 
The worſe the ſcrawl, the doſe the better. 
For if you knew but what you take; 
Tho' you recover, he muſt break. 
llzqdeas, forms, and intellets 
Have fur:.iſh'd out three different ſes. 
| Subſtance, or accidents divides 
All Europe into adverſe ſides. 

Now, as engag'd in arms or laws, 
You muſt have friends to back your cauſe : 
In philoſophic matters ſo 

Jour judgment muſt with others go. 
For as in ſenates, ſo in ſchools, 
Majority of voices rules. 

Poor Alma, like a lonely deer, 

O'er hills and dales does doubtful err: 
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With panting haſte, and quick ſurpriſe, 
From 'ev'ry leaf that ſtirs, ſhe flies; 
"Till mingl'd with the neighb'ring herd, 


She lights what erſt the fingly fear'd, 


And now, exempt ſrom doubt and dread, 


She dares purſue ; if they dare lead: 


As their example till prevails; 

She tempts the ſtream, or leaps the pales. 
He then, quoth Dick, who by your rule 

Thinks for himſelf, becomes a fool. 


| | As party-man, who leaves the reſt, 


Is call'd but whimſical at beſt. 

Now, by your favour, maſter Mat, 
Like Ralpho, here 1 ſmell a rat. 

1 muſt be liſted in your ſe; 

Who, tho' they teach not, can protect. 
Right, Richard, Mat in triumph cry'd: 
So put off all miſtruſt and pride. 

And while my principles l beg; 
Pray anſwer only with your leg. 
Believe what friendly I adviſe : 

Be firſt ſecure; and then be wiſe. 
The man within the coach that ſits, 


And to another's {kill ſubmits, 


Is ſafer much (whate'er arrives) 
And warmer too, than he that drives. ; 
So, Dick adept, tuck back thy hair; 


And I will pour into thy ear 


Remarks, which none did c'er diſcloſe, 
In ſmooth-pac'd verſe, or hobbling proſe. 
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Attend, dear Dick ; but don't reply : 
And thou may'ſt prove as wiſe as l. 
When Alma now in diff rent ages, 

Has finiſh'd her aſcending ſtages; 

Into the hcad at length ſhe gets, 

And there in public grandeur fits, 

To judge of things, and cenſure wits, 

Here, Richgrd, who could I explain, 
The various lab'rinths of the brain ? 

| Surpriſe my readers, whilſt 1 tell em 
Of cerebrum, and cerebellum 2? 

How could I play the commentator, 

On dura, and on pia-mater ? 

Where hot and cold, and dry and wet, 

$trive each the other's place to get; 

And with inceſſant toil end ſtrife, 

Would keep poſſeſſion during life. 

I could demonſtrate every pore, 

Where mem'ry lays up all her ſtore; 

And to an inch compute the ſtation, 

Twixt judgment and imagination. 

O friend? 1 could diſplay much learning, 

At leaſt to men of ſmall diſcerning. 

The brain contains ten thouſand cells : 

In each ſome active fancy dwells ; 

Which always is at work, and framing 

The ſeveral follies I was naming. 

As in a hive's vimineous dome, 

Ten thouſand becs enjoy their home; 
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Each docs her ſtudious action vary, 
To go and come, to fetch and carry: 
Each ſtill renews her little labour; 


Nor juſtles her aſſiduous neighbour : 


Each whilſt this theſis I maintain; 
I fancy Dick, | know thy brain. 
O with the mighty theme affected, 
Could I but ſee thy head diſſected 
My head, quoth Dick, to ſerve your whim ? 
Spare that, and take ſome other limb. 
Sir, in your nice affairs of ſyſtem, 
Wiſe men propoſe : but fools aſſiſt em. 
Says Matthew: Richard keep thy l.cad, 
And hold thy peace; and Ill proceed. 
Proceed ? quoth Dick: Sir, I aver, 
You have already gone too far. 
When people once are in the wrong ; 
Each line they add, is much too long. 
Who faſteſt walks, but walks aſtray, 
Is only furtheſt from his way. | 
Bleſs your conceits ! muſt I believe, 
Howc'er abſurd, what you conceive 2 
And, for your friendſhip, live and dic 
A papiſt in philoſophy ? | 
I ſay, whatever you maintain 


Of Alma in the heart or brain; 


The plaineſt man alive may tell ye, 
Her ſeat of empire, is the belly: 


From hence ſhe ſends out thoſe ſupplies, 


Which makes us either {tort or wiſe ; 
Yo. I. © X 
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The ſtrength of ev'ry other member, 

Is founded on your belly timber : 

The qualms or raptures of your blood 
Riſe in proportion to your food : 

And if you wou'd improve your thought: 

You muſt be fed as well as taught. 

Your ſtomach makes your fabric roll ; 

Juſt as the biaſs rules the bowl. 

That great Achilles might employ 

The ſtrength, deſign'd to ruin Troy: 

He din'd on lion's marrow, ſpread 

On toaſts of ammunition bread : 

But by his mother ſent away, 
Amongſt the Thracian girls to play, 
Eficminate he fat, and quiet; 

Strange product of a cheeſe-cake diet 
Now give my argument fair play ; 

And take the thing the other way: 
The youngſter, who at nine and three 
Drinks with his ſiters milk and tea, 
From break-faſt reads'till twelve o'clock, 
Burnet and Heylin, Hobbes and Locke; 
He pays due viſits after noon 

To couſin Alice, and uncle John: 

At ten from coffec-houſe or play 
Returuing, finiſhes the day. 

But give him Port, and potent ſack; 
From Milk-ſop he ſtarts up mohack : 
Holds that the happy know no hours; 
do tl rough the ſtrect at midnight ſcours: 
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Breaks watch-men's heads, and chair-men's glaſſes; 
And thence proceeds to nicking ſaſhes: | 
"Till by ſome tougher hand o'crcome, 
And firit knock'd down and then led home; 
He damus the footman, (trikes the maid, 
And decently recls up to bed. 
Odſerve the various operations 
Of food, and drink in ſeveral nations. 
Was ever Tartar ficrce or cruel, 
Upon the ſtrength of water-gruel ? 
But who ſhall ſtand his rage and force; 
If firſt he rides, then eats his horſe ? 
Sallads, and eggs, and lighter fare 
Tune the Italian ſpark's guitar. 
And, if I take Dan Congreve right; 
Pudding and beef make Britons fight. 
Tokay and coffee cauſc this work, 
Between the German and the Turk: 
And both, as they proviſions want, 
Chicane, avoid, retire, and faint. 

Hunger and thirſt, or guns and ſwords 
Give the ſame death in diff*rent words. 
To puſh this argument on further; 
To ſtarve a man, in law, is murder. 

As in a watch's fine machine, 
Tho' many artful ſprings are ſeen; 
The added movements which declare 
How full the moon, how old the year, 
Derive their ſecondary pow'r_ 
From that, which ſimply points the hour, 
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For, tho' theſe gim- cracks were away 


(Quare would not ſwear ; but Quare would fay) 


However more reduc'd and plain, 

The watch would till a watch remain: 

But if the horal orbit ceaſes ; 

The whole ſtands ſtill, or breaks to pieces : 

Is now no longer what it was; 

And you may e'en go ſell the caſe: 

So if unprejudic'd you ſcan 

The goings of this clock-work, man; 

You find a hundred movements made 

By fine devices in his head: 

But tis the ſtomach's ſolid ſtroke, 

That tells his being, what's o'clock. 

If you take off his rhet'ric-trigger ; 

He talks no more in mode and figure : 

Or clog his mathematic-wheel ; 

His buildings fall ; his ſhip ſtands till. 

Or laſtly, break his politic-weight ; 

His voice no longer rules the ſtate. 

Yet if theſe finer whims were gone; 

Your clock, tho' plain, would ſtill go on, 

But ſpoil the engine of digeſtion ; 

And you entirely change the queſtion. 

Alma's affairs no power can mend ; 

The jeſt alas! is at an end: 

Soon ceaſes all this worldly buſtle ; 

And you conſign the corps to Ruſſel. 
Now make your Alma come or go 

From leg to hand, from top to toe; 
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Is in a very ſad condition. 
So Harlequin extoll'd his horſe, 

Fit for the war. or road, or courſe; 
His mouth was ſoft his eye was good: 
| His foot was ſure as ever trod: 
One fault he had, a fault indeed; 

And what was that? the horſe was dead. 

Dick, from theſe inſtances and fetches, 

Thou makꝰ'ſt of horſes, clocks, and watches, 

Quoth Mat, to me thou ſcem'ſt to . 

That Alma is a mcre machine: | 
That telling others what's a clock, 

She knows not what herſelf has ſtruck ; 

But leaves to ſtanders by the trial, 

Of what is mark'd upon her dial. 

Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Dick 
And rais'd his voice exceeding quick: 
Fit fair, Sir: what I never meant 
| Don't you infer. In argument 
Similies are like ſongs in love: 

They much defcribe ; they nothing prove, 
Mat, who was here a little gravcild; 
Toſt up his noſe, and would have cavil'd 
But, calling Hermes to his aid, 
Half pleas'd, half angry, thus he fail : 
Where mind (*tis for the author's fame) 
That Matthew call'd, and Hermes came 
In danger heroes, and in doubt 
Poets find gods t to help them out. 
K 3 


Your ſyſtem, without my addition, 
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Friend Richard, I begin to ſee, 

That you and [I ſhall fcarce agree. 
Obſerve how oddly you behave : 
The more I grant the more you crave. 
But. comrade, as I faid juſt now, 
1 ſhould affirm, and you allow. 
We ſyſtem-makers can ſuſtain . 
The theſis, which you grant was plain ; 
And with remarks and coinments teaze ye; 
in caſe the thing before was eaſy. 
But in a point obſcure and dark, 
We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke; 
And when no reaſon we can thow, 
Why matters this or that way go, 
The ſhorteſt way the thing we try, 
And what we know not, we deny: 
True to our own o'crbearing pride, 
And falſe to all the world heſide. 
That old philoſopher grew croſs, 

Who could not tell what motion was: 
Becauſe he walk'd againſt his will ; 
| He fac'd men down, that he ſtood ſtill. 
And he who reading on the heart 
(When all his gued/i/ ets of art 
Could not expound its pulſe and heat) 
Swore, he had never felt it beat. 
Chrylippus, foil'd by Epicurus, 
Makes bold (Jove bleſs him!) to àſſure us, 
That all things which our mind can vicw, 
May be at once both falſe, and true. 
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And Malebranche las an odd conceit, 
As ever enter'd Frenchman's pate: 
Says he, fo little can our mind 
Of matter, or of ſpirit find, | 
That we, by gueis, at leaſt, may gather 
Sometaing, whici may be both, or neither. 
Taith, Bick, I muſt conſeſs, 'tis true 
Gut this is only eizrc nous) 
That many Knotty points there are, 
Which all diſcuts, but few can clear, 
As nature lily had thought fit, 
For ſome by-cuds, to crois-hite uit. 
Circles to ſquare, and cubes to double, 
Wonld eve a man exceſſive trouble; 
The longitude uncertain roums, 
In ſpiic of Whittoa and lis bombs. 
What ſyſtem, Dick, has right aver'd 
The cauſe, why woman has no beard ; 
Yr why, as years, our frame attack, 
Our hir prows white, our tecth grow black? 
Ia points like theſe, we mult agree, 
Our barber Knows as much as we. 
Yet fill unable to explain, 
We muſt perſiſt the beſt we can; 
ich care our ſyſtems ſtill renew, 
And prove things likely, tho' not true. 
could. thou ſceſt, in quaint diſpute, 
Ny dint of logic ſtrike thee mute; 
With Icarned ſkill, now puſh, now parry, 
I.om Darü to Bocardo vary, 
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And never yield, or what is worſt, 
Never conclude the point diſcours'd. 
Yet, that you hic et nunc may know, 
How much you to my candor one; 
I'll from the diſputant deſcend, 

To thow thee, I atſume the friend: 
I'll take thy notion for my own —— 
(So moſt philoſophers have donc) 

lt makes my ſyſtem more complcat: 
Dick, can it have a nobler fate ? 


Take what thou wilt, ſaid Dick, dear friend ; 


But bring thy matters to an end. 
| find, quoth Mat, reprovf is vain: 
Who firit ofſend will ſirſt complain. 
Thou wiſheſt. I would make to ſhore ; 
Yet ſtill put'it in thy thwarting oar. 
What | have told thee fity times 
In proſe, receive for once in rhimes: 
A huge fat man in country-fair, 
Or city-church (no matter where) 
| Labour'd and puſh'd amidſt the croud, 
Still bauling out extremely loud; 
Lord fave us! why do pcople preſs! 
Another marking his dittreſs, 
Friendly reply'd ; plump gentleman, 
Get out as faſt as e'er you cans 
Or ceaſe to puth, or to exclaim: 
You make the very croud you blame. 
Says Dick, your moral does not need 
The leaſt return; fo cen proceed ; 
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Your tale, howe'cr apply'd was ſhort 
So far at lcaſt, | thank you for't 

Mat took his thanks, and in a tone 
More magiſterial, thus went ou. 

Now Alma ſettles in the head: 
As haz before been ſung, or ſaid: 
And here begins this farce of life ; 
Inter revenze, ambition, ſtrife: 
Behold on both ſides men advance, 
To form in carneſt Bays's dance. 
],'Arare not uſing half his ſtore, 
Still grumbles, that he has no more; 
Strikes not the preſent tun, for fear 
The vintage ſhould be tad next year: 
And eats to-day with inward forrow, 
And dread of fancy'd want to-morrow. 
Abroad if the Sur-tout you wear 
Repells the rigour of the air; 
Would you be warmer, if at home 
Lou had the fabric, and the loom? 
And if two boots keep out the weather; 
What necd you have two hides of leather ? 
Could Pedro, think you, make no trial 
Of a Sonata on his viol, 
Unleſs he had the total gut, 

Whence every ſtring at firſt was cut? 
When Rarus ſhows you his carton; 
He always tells you with a groan, | 
Where two of that ſame hand were torn, 

I. ong before you, or he was born, 
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Poor Vento's mind ſo much is croit, 
For part of his Petronius loſt ; 
That he can never take the pains 
To underſtand what yet remains. 
What toil did honeſt Curio take? 
What ſtrict inquiries did he make, 
To get one medal wanting yet, 
And perſect all his Roman fett ? 
"Tis found: and O his happy lot! 
is bought, lock'd up. and lies forgot: 
Of theſe no more you hear him ſpcuks 
He now begins upon the Greck. 
Theſe rang'd and thow'd, hall in their turns 
Remain obſcure, as in their utns. 
My copper-lamps at any rate, 
For being true antique, I bought; 
Yet wiſely melted down my plate, 
On modern models to he wrought : 
And triflcs ! alike purſue; | 
| Becauſe they're old; becauſe they're new, 
Dick, I have ſeen you with delight, 
For Georgy make a paper-kite. 
And ſimple odes too many ſhow ye: 
My ſervile complaiſance to Cloe. | 
Parents and lovers are decreed 
By nature fools That's brave indeed 
Quoth Diek: ſuch truths are worth receiving: 
Yet ſtill Dick look d as not believing. 
Now, Alma, to divines and proſe 
I leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes; 
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Nor think to-night of thy ill- nature, 
But of thy foliics, idle creature, 

'The turns of thy uncertain wing, 

And not the malice of thy ting : 

Thy pride of being great and wiſe, 

do but mention, to deſpiſe. 

] view with anger and diſdain, 

How little gives thce joy or pain: 

A print, a bronze, a flow'r, a root, 
A ſhell, a butter-fly can do't. 

Ev'n a romance, a tune, a rhime 

Help thee to paſs the tedious time, 
Which elſe would on thy hand remain: 
Tho' flown it ne'er looks back again. 
And cards are dealt, and cheſs-boards brought, 
To caſe the pain of coward-thought. 
Happy reſult of human wit! 

That Alma may her ſelf forget. 

Dick, thus we act; and thus we are, 
Or toſs'd by hope, or ſunk by care. 
With endleſs pain this man purſues 
What, it gain'd, he could not uſe t 
And t'other fondly hopes to ſee 
What never was, nor e'er ſhall be. 

We err by uſe, go wrong by rules, 

In geſture grave, in action fools; 
We join hypoeriſy to pride, 

Doubling the faults, we ſtrive to hide. 
Or grant, that with extreme ſurprizc, 
We find ourſclves at ſixty wiſe ; 
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And twenty pretty things are known 
Of which we can't acconiplith one; 
Whilſt, as my ſyſtem fays, the mind 
Is to theſe upper rooms confin'd : 
Should, I, my friend, at large repeat 
Her borrow'd ſenſe, her fond conccit ; 
The bede-roll of her vicious tricks ; 
My poem would be too prolix. 

For could | my remark ſuſtain, 

Like Socratcs, or Miles Montaien ; 
Who in theſe times would read my books 
But Tom o'Stiles, or John o'Nokes ? 

As Brentford kings diſcreet and wiſe, 
After long thought and grave advice, 
Into Lardclla's coffin pecping, 

Saw nought to cauſe their mirth or weeping 
So Alma now to joy or grief 

Superior, finds her late relicf : 

Weary'd of bring high, or great, 

And nodding in her chair of ſtate; 
Stunn'd and worn out with endleſs chat; 
Of Will did this, and Nan faid that; 

She finds, poor thing, ſome little crack, 
Which nature fore d by time, muſt make; 
Thro' which ſhe wings her deſtin'd way: 
 Upwatrds the ſoars: and down drops clay: 
While ſome ſurviving friend ſupplies 

Hic jacet, and a hundred lies. 

O Richard, 'till that day appears 
Which muſt decide our hopes and fears, 
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Would Fortune calm her preſent rage, 
And give us play-things for our age: 
Would Clotho waſh her hands in milk, 
And twiſt our thread with gold and ſilk; 
Would ſhe in friendſhip, peace and plenty, 
Spin out our years to four times twenty: 
And ſhould we both in this condition, 
Have conquer'd love, and worſe ambition; 
(Elſe thoſe two paſſions by the way, 
May chance to ſhow us ſcurvy play:) 
Then Richard, then ſhould we ſit down, 
Far from the tumult of the town : | 
1 fond of my well choſen ſeat, 
My pictures, medals, books compleat: 
Or ſhould we mix our friendly talk, 
O'er-ſhaded in that fav'rite walk ; 
Which thy own hand had whilom planted, 
Both pleas'd with all we thought we wanted: 
Yet then, ev'n then one croſs reflection 
Would ſpoil thy grove, and my collection: 
Thy ſon, and his, c'er that, may die; 
And time ſome uncouth heir ſupply ; 
Who ſhall for nothing elſe be known, 
But ſpoiling all, that thou haſt done. 
Who ſet the twigs, ſhall he remember, 
That is in haſte to ſell the timber ? 
And what ſhall of thy woods rcmain, 
Except the box that threw the main ? 

Nay may not time and death remove 
The near relations whom I love? 
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And my coz Tom, or his coz Mary 

(Who hold the plough, or ſkim the dairy) 

My ſav'rite books and pictures ſell 

To Smatt, or Doiley by the ell? 

Kindly throw in a little figure, | 

Ard ſet the price upon the bigger? 

Thoſe who could never read the Grammar, 

When my dear volumes touch the hammer, 

ay think books beſt, as richeſt bound. 

My copper medals by the pound 

May Le with learned juſtice weigh'd: 

To turn the balance, Otho's head 

May be throun in; and for the mettle, 

The coin may mend a tinker's kettle——— 
Tir'd with theſe thoughts—Lefs tir d than I, 

Quoth Dick, with your philoſophy=—— 

"That peoplc live and die, I knew 

An hour ago, as well as you. 

And if fate ſpins us longer years, 

Or is in haſte to take the ſhears; 

I know, we muſt both fortunes try, 

And bear cur evils wet, or diy. 

Yet let the goddeſs ſmile or trown ; 

Fread we ſuall cat, or white, or brown} 

And in a cottage, or a court, 

Drink fine Clampaizne, or muddl'd Port. 

What nerd of book: theie truths to tell, 

Mhich folls perceive, who cannot ſpell? 

And mult we ſpectacles apply, | 

To vicu viat Luits our nabed eve? 
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Sir, if it be your wiſdom's aim, 
To make me mcrricr than | am; 
PII be all night at your devotion ——— 


Come on, friend; broach the pleaſing notion; 


But if you would depreis my thought; 
Your Syſtem is not worth a groat ——= 
For Plato's fancics what care I? 

I hope you would not have me die, 
Like ſimple Cato in the play, 

For any thing that he can ſay ? 
E'en let him of ideas ſpeak 

To Heathens in his native Greek. 
If to be fad is to be wiſe; 

I do molt heartily deſpiſe 


Whatever Socrates has ſaid, 
Or Tully writ, or Wanley read. 


| Dear Drift, to ſet our matters right, 
Remove theſe papers from my light ; 
Burn Mat's Des-Cart', and Ariſtotle: 


| Here, Jonathan, your maſter's bottle. 
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VANITY or Tu: WORLD. 
n 
P O E M 


IN THREE BOOKS. 


0 Ble yap ovope ty ity, Y ' tee vt. 
Eu xlr. 


Siu, Deus mibi larginter, ut ec hac aetate repuercſ am, 
et in cuuis vagiam, valde recuſem, Cic. de Sencct. 


The bervailing of man's miſeries hath been elegantly 
and copioully ſet forth by many, in the writings as 
well of philoſophers, as divines. And it is both a 
pleaſant and a profitable contemplation. 

Lord Bacon's ad vauccrment of learnings 
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PREFACE 


T is hard for aman to ſpeak of himſelf with any to- 
lerable ſatis faction or ſucceſs : he can be no more 
pleaſed in blaming himſelf, than in reading a ſatyr made 
on him by another: and though he may juſtly deſire, 
that a friend ſhould praiſe him; yet if he makes his 
own panegyric, he will get very few to read it. It is 
harder for him to ſpeak of his own writings. An au- 
thor is in the condition of a culprit : the public are his 
judges : by allowing too much, and condeſcending too 
far, he may injure his own cauſe, and become a kind 
of felo de ſe ; and by pleading and aſſerting too boldly, 
he may diſpleaſe the court that fits upon him: his apo- 
logy may only heighten his accuſation. I would avoid 
theſe extremes: and though, | grant, it would not be 
very civil to trouble the reader with a long preface, 
before he enters upon an indifferent poem: I would ſay 
ſomething to perſuade him to take it as it is, or to ex- 
cuſe it for not being better. | 
The noble images and reflections, the profound rea- 
ſonings upon human actions, and excellent precepts for 
the government of life, which are found in the Pro- 


verbs, Eccleſiaſtes, and other books commonly attri- 


buted to Solomon, afford ſubjects for finer poems in 
every kind, than have, I think, as yet appeared in the 
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Greek, Latin, or any modern language : how far they 


were verſe in their original, is a diiſertation not to be 


entered into at preſent. 


Out of this great treaſure which lies heaped up to- 1 


gether in a confuſed magnificence, above all order, 1 
had a mind to collect and digeſt fuch obſervations, and 
apophthcgms, as moſt particularly tend to the proof of 
that great aſſcrtion, laid down in the beginning of the 
Eecleſiaſtes, ALL Is vanity. | 

Upon the ſubje& thus choſen, ſuch various images 
preſent themſelves to a writer's mind that he muſt find 
it eaſier to judge, what ſhould be rejected, than what 
ought to be received. The difficulty lies in drawing, 
and diſpoſing; or (as the painters term it) in grooping 
ſuch a multitude of different objects, preſerving ſtill the 
| juſtice and conformity of ſtyle and colowing, the //-1- 
plex duitax.it et aum, which Horace preiciives, as re- 
qulite to make the whole picture heautiſul, and perfect. 


As precept, however true in theory, or uſeful in 


practice, would be but dry and tedious in verſe, eſpeci- 
ally it the recital be long; l found it neceſſary to ferm 
ſome ſtory and give a kind of body to the pocm. Un- 
der what ſpecics it may be comprehended, whether di- 
daſcalic, or heroic, I leave to the judgment of the cri- 
ties; deſiring them to be favourable in their cenſure ; 
and not ſollicitous what the poem is called, provided it 
may be accepted. | 
The chief perſonage or character in the epic, is al- 
ways proportioned to the deſign of the work, to carry 
on the narration, and the moral. Homer intended to 
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ſhew us in his Iliad, that diſſentions amongſt great men 
obſtru the execution of the nobleſt enterprizes, and 
tend to the ruin of a ſtate or kingdom. His Achilles 
therefore is haughty, and paſſionate, impatient of any 
reſtraint by laws, and arrogant in arms. In his Odyſ- 


ſes the ſame poet endeavours to explain, that the hard- 


eſt difficulties may be overcome by labour, and our for- 
tune re ſtored aſter the ſevercſt afflictions. U ly ſſes there- 
ſore is valiant, virtuous and patient. Virgil's deſign 
was to tell us, how from a ſmall colony eſtabliſhed by 
the Trojans in Italy, the Roman empire roſe, and from 
what ancient families Auguſtus (who was his prince 


and patron) deſcended. His hero therefore was to fight 
his way to the throne, ſtill diſtinguiſhed and protected 
dy the favour of the gods. The poet to this end takes 


off from the vices of Achilles, and adds to the virtues 
of Ulyſſes; from both perfecting a character proper for 


his work in the perſon of Acncas, 


As Virgil copy'd after Homer, other epic poets have 
copy d after them both, Taſlo's Gieruſalemme Liberata 
is directly Troy-town ſacked; with this difference on- 
ly, that the two chief characters in Homer, which the 
Latin poet had joined in one, the Italian has ſeperated 
in his Godfrey and Rinaldo: but he makes them both 
carry on his work with very great ſucceſs. Ronſard's 
Franciade, (incomparably good ſo far as it goes) is again 
Virgil's Aeneis. His hero comes from a foreign coun- 
try, ſettles a colony and lays the foundation of a future 
empire. I inſtance in theſe as the greateſt Italian and 
French poets in the epic, In our language Spencer has 
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not contented himſelf with this ſubmiſſive manner of 


imitation, he launches out into very flowery paths, | 
which ſtill ſeem to conduct I:1m into one great road, 


His Fairy Queen (had it been finiſhed) muſt have ended 


in the account, which every knight was to give of his 
adventures, and in the accumulated praiſes of his he- 
roine Glotiana. The whole would have been an heroic 
poem, but in another caſt and figure, than any that ever | 
had been wiitten before. Yet it is obſcrvable that every 


hero (as far as we can judge by the books till remain- 
ing) bears his deſtinguiſhed character, and repreſents 
ſome particular virtue conducive to the whole deſign. 

To bring this to our preſent ſubject ; The pleaſures 
of life do not compenſate the miſerics: age ſieals upon 
us unawares; and death, as the only cure of our ills, 
ought to be expcted, but not fearcd. This inſtruction 
is to be illuſtrated by the action of ſome great perſon, 
Who therefore more proper for his buſineſs, than So- 
lomon himſelf? and why may he not be ſuppoſed now 
to repeat what, we take it for granted, he ated almoſt 
three thouſand years ſince ? if in the fair ſituation where 
this prince was placed, he was acquainted with ſorrow; 
if endowed with the greateſt perfections of nature, and 
poſſeſſed of all the advantages of external condition, he 
could not find happineſs; the reſt of mankind may ſafe- 
ly take the monarch's word for the truth of what he 
aſſerts. And the author who would perſuade, that we 
ſhould bear the ills of life patiently, meerly becauſe So- 


lomon felt the ſame, has a better argument, than Lu- 
cretius had; when in his imperious way, he at once 
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| Gofivinces and commands, that we ought to ſubmit to 


death without repining, tccauſe Epicurus died. 

The whole poem is a ſoliloquy : Solomon is the per- 
fon that ſpeaks : he is at once the hero and the author; 
But he tells us very often what others fay to him. 
Thoſe chiefly intioduced are lis rabbics and philoſophers 


in the firſt book, and his women and their attendants in 


the ſecond, with theſe the ſacred hiſtory mention him 
to have converſcd ; as likewiſe with the angel brought 
down in the third book, to help him out of his difficul- 
ties, or at leaſt to teach him how to overcome them, 
Nec Deus interſit niſi dignus vindice nodus. 

| preſume this poet ical liberty may be very juſtly al- 
lowed me on fo folemn an occaſion. 

ln my deſcription I have endeavoured to keep to the 
notions and manners of the Jewiſh nation, at the time 
when Solomon lived; and where l allude to the cuſtoms 
of the Greeks, I bclieve I may be juſtified by the ſtrict- 
eſt chronology ; though a poet is not obliged to the 
rules that confine an hiſtorian. Virgil has anticipated 
two hundred years; or the Trojan hero and Carthagi- 
nian queen could not have been brought together; and 
without the ſame anachroniſm ſeveral of the fineſt parts 
of his Aeneis muſt have been omitted. Our country- 
man Milton goes yet further. He takes up many of his 
material images ſome thouſands of years after the fall 
of man: nor could he otheru iſe have written, or we 
read one of the ſublimeſt pieccs of invention that was 
ever yet produced. This likewiſe takes off the objecti- 
on, that ſome names of coun: ries, terms of art, and no- 


132 '.PAKFTACK 


tions in natural philoſophy are otherwiſe expreſſcd, 


than can be warranted by the geography or aſtronomy 
of Solomon's time. Poets are allowed the ſame liberty 


in their deſcriptions and compariſons, as painters in | 


their draperies and ornaments : their perſonages may 


de dreſſed, not exactly in the fame habits which they 


wore, but in ſuch as make them appear moſt graceful, 
In this caſe probability muſt atone for the want of truth, 
This liberty has indeed been abuſed by eminent maſters 
in either ſcience. Raphael and Taſſo have ſhewed their 


diſcretion, where Paul Veroneſe and Arioſto are to an-| 
ſwer for their extravagancies. It is the exceſs, not the | 


thing itſelf, that is blameable. 


I would fay one word of the meaſure, in which this, | 
and moſt poems of the age are written. Heroic with | 


continued rhime, as Donne and his contemporaries u- 
ſed it, carrying the ſenſe of one verſe moſt commonly 
into another, was found too diſſolute and wild, and came 


very often too near proſe. As Davenant and Waller 


corrected, and Dryden perfected; it is too confined; 
it cuts off the ſenſe at the end of every firſt line, which 
muſt always rhime to the next following ; and conſe- 


quently produces too frequent an identity in the ſound, | 
and brings every couplet to the point of an epigram. It 
is indeed too broken and weak, to convey the ſenti- 


ments and repreſent the images proper for epic. And 


as it tires the writer while he compoſes, it muſt do the 
Fame to the reader while he repeats; eſpecially in a 


poem of any conſiderable length. 
If ſtriking out into blank verſe, as Milton did (and 
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ia this kind Mr. Philips. had he lived, would has ex- 
celled) or running the thought into alternate and ſtan- 
za, which allows a greater variety, and ſtill preſerves 
the dignity of the verſe; as Spencer and Fairfax have 


done, if either of theſe, I fay, be a proper remedy for * 


my poetical complaint, or if any other may be found, 
dare not determine: | am only enquiring, in order 
to be better informed, without preſuming to direct the 
judgment of others, And while IL am ſpeaking of the 
verſe itſelf, I give all juſt praiſe to many of my friends 
now living; who have in epic carried the harmony of 
their numbers as far, as the nature of this meaſure will 


permit. But once more ; he that writes in rhimes, dan- 


ces in fetters: and as his chain is more extended, he 
may certainly take larger ſteps. 

I need make no apology for the ſhort digreſſive pa- 
negyric upon Great Britain, in the firſt book: I am glad 
to have it obſerved, that there appears throughout all 
my verſes a zeal for the honour of my country: and I 
had rather be thought a good Englith-man, than the 
beſt poct, or greateſt ſcholar that ever wrote. 

And now as to the publiſhing of this piece, though 
I have in a literal ſenſe obſerved Horace's nanum pre- 
matur in annum; yet have I by no means obeyed our 
poctical lawgiver, according to the ſpirit of the precept. 
The poem has indced been written and laid aſide much 
lenger than the term preſcribed; but in the mean time 
I had little leiſure, and leſs inciination to reviſe or print 
it. The frequent i interruptions | have met > in my 
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private ſtudies, and great variety of public life, in which 
l have been employed; my thoughts (ſuch as they are) 
having generally been expreſſed in forcign language, 
and even formed by an habitude very different from 
what the beauty and elegance of Engliſh poetry re- 
quires: all theſe, and ſome other circumſtances which 
we had as good paſs by at preſent, do juſtly contribute 
to make my excuſe in this behalf very plauſible. Far 
indecd from deſigning to print I had locked up theſe 
papers in my ſcrutoire, there to lie in peace till my ex- 
ecutors might have taken them out. What altered this 
deſian; or how my ſcrutoire came to be unlocked be- 
fore my coſſin was nailed; is the queſtion. The true 


reaſon I take to be the beſt; many of my friendsofthe | 


fiſt quality, fineſt learning, and greateſt underſtanding 
have wreſted the key from my hands by a very kind and 
irreſiſtible violence: and the poem is publiſhed, not with- 
out my content indeed, but a little againſt my opinion; 
and with an implicit ſubmiſſion to the partialty of their 
judgment. As | give up here the fruits of many of my 
vacant hours to their amuſement and pleaſure; I ſhall 
always think myticif happy, If I may dedicate my moſt 
ferions endeavour: th tl.cir intereſt and ſervice. And I 
am piovd to finiſh this preface by ſaying, that the vio- 
Jence of many cneniies, whom I never jultly offended, 
is abundantly recompenſed by the goodneſs of more 
tiiends v bom I cin never ſuftciently oblige. And if 
I here aſume the berty of ment ion ing my Lord Har- 
tey and 1d Bathurſt as the authors of this amicable 
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confederacy, among all thoſe whoſe names do me 


great honour in the beginning of my book, in the fo- 
lio cdition: theſe two only ouglit to be anzry with 
me; for l diſobey their pulitive order, wiilit | make 
even this ſmall ackuowledgment of their particular 
kindneſs. 


| es. | 22 
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THE 
1 IAS T BOOK 


THE ARGUMENT. 


$0.0ocking happineſs from knowledge, con- 
venes the learned men of his kingdom; requires 
them to explain to him the various operations and 
effects of nature; diſcourſes of vegetables, animals, 
and man; propoſes ſo ne queſtions concerning toe 
origin, and ſituation of the habitable carth; pro- 
cceds to ex imine the ſyſtem of the viſihle heave n: + 
doubts if there may not be a plurality of woitd-; 
enquires into the nature of ſpitits and angels: and 
wiſhes to be more fully informed, as to the att 
butes of the ſupreme Being He is impertectly au- 
ſwercd by the rabbins and doctors ; blames his own 
curiolity ; and concludes, that as to human ſcience, 
ALL is VANITY, | | 


M 3 


TEX TS chiefly alluded to in this 
B O O K. 


The words of the preacher, the ſon of David king of 
Jeruſalem. Eccleftaſtes, chap. i. verſe 1. 


Vanity of vanities, ſaith the preacher, vanity of vani- 


tics, all is vanity. ver 2. 

I communed with mine own heart, ſaying, lo, I am 
come to great cſtate, and have gotten more wiſdom, 
than all they that have been before me in Jeruſa- 
lem: yea my heart had great experience of wiſdom 

and knowledge. ver. 16 

He ſpake of trees, from the cedar-trec that is in Leba- 
non, even unto the hyſſop that ſpringeth out of the 
wall: he ſpake alſo of beaſts, and of fowl, and of 
creeping things, and of fiſhes. I Kings, chap. iv. 
ver. 33. 

I know, that whatſoever God doth, it ſhall be for erer: 
nothing can be put to it, nor any thing taken from 
it: and God doth it, that men ſuould fear betore 
him, Eccleſiaſtes, chap. iii. ver. 14. 

He hath made every thing beautiful in his time: alfo 

he hath ſet the world in their heart, fo that no man 
can find out the work that God maketh from the 
beginning to the end. ver. II. 

For in much witdom is much grief: and he that in- 
creaſeth knowledge, incrraſeth ſorrow. chap. i. 
ver. 18. 

And further, by theſe, my ſon, be admoniſhed : of 
making many books there is no end: and much 
ſtudy is a wearineſs of the fleſh. chap. xii. ver. 12. 
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FIRST BOOK. 


E ſons of men, with juſt regard attend, 
Obterve the preacher, and believe the friend, 

| Whoſe ſerious muſc inſpires him to explain, 

That all we act, and all we think, is vain. 

That in this pilzrimage of ſeventy years, 

O'er rocks of perils, and thro' vales of tears 

Dettin'd to march, our doubtful ſteps we tend, 

Tir'd of the toll, yet fcariul of its end. 

That from the womb we take our fatal ſhares 

Of folltes, paſſions, labours, tumults, cares: 

And at approach of death ſhall only know 

The truths, which from theſe penſive numbers flow, F 

That we purſue falſe joy, and ſuffer real woe. 
Happineſs, object of that waking dream, 

Which we call life, miſtaking ; ſugitive theme 

Of my purſuing verſe, idcal ſhade, 

Notional good, by fancy only made, 

And by tradition nurs'd, fallacious fire, 

Whoſe dancing beams miſled our fond deſire, 

Cauſe of our care, and error of our mind: 

Oh! hadſt thou ever been by heav'n defign'd 
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To Adam, and his mortal race, the boon 
Entire had been reſerv'd foi Solomon: 

On me the partial lot had been beſtow's ; 
And in my cup the golden draught had flow'd. 
But O! ere yet original man was made; 

Ere the foundations of this earth were laid; 

It was opponent to our ſearch, ordain'd, | 
That joy, ſtill ſought, ſhould never be attain'd. 
This fad experience cites ms. to reveal 

And what 1 diate, is from what 1 feel. 

Born as I was, great David's fav'rite fon, 
Dear to my people, on the Hebrew throne, 
Sublime my court with Ophir's treaſures bleſt, 
My name extended to the fartheſt caſt, 

My body cloth'd with ev'iy ontward grace, 
Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my tace, 
My ſhining thought with ſruittul notions crown'd, 
Quick my invention, and my judgment found. 
Atife (I commun'd with my ſelf) ariſe; 

Think, to Le happy; to be gicut, be ui: 
Content of ipinit muſt from ſcicnce ilou; 

For 'tis a godlike attribute, to know. 

I ſaid ; and ſent my cdict thro' the land: 
Around my throne the letter'd rab!;ins ſtand: 
Hiſtoric leaves revolve, long volumes ipread, 
The old diſcourſing, as the younger read : 
Attent | heard, propos'd my doubts, and ſaid: 

The vegetable world, each plant and tree, 

Its iced, its name, its nature, its Qc2: ic 
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am allow'd, as ſame reports, to know, 
| From the fair cedar, on the craggy brow 
Of Lebanon nodding ſupremely tall, 
To creeping moſs, and hy ſſop on the wall : 
| Yet juſt and conſcious to myſelf, I find 
A thouſand doubts oppoſe the ſearching mind. 

I know not why the beech delights the glade 
With boughs extended, and a roundcr ſhade ; 
Whilſt tow'ring firs in conic forms ariſe, 

And with a pointed ſpear divide the ſkies : 
Nor why again the changing oak ſhould ſhed 
The yearly honour of his ſtately head: 

Whilſt the diſtinguiſh'd yew is ever ſeen, 
Unchang'd his branch, and permanent his green. 
| Wanting the ſun why does the caltha fade ? 

Why does the cypreſs flouriſh in the ſhade ? 

The fig and date, why love they to remain 

In middle ſtat ion, and in even plain; 

| While in the lower marſh the gourd is found; 
And while the hill with olive-ſhade is crown'd ? 
Why does one climate, and one ſoil endue 

The bluſhi g poppy with a crimſon hue ; 


Yet leave t e lily pale, and tinge the violet blur? 


Why does the fond carnation love to ſhoot 

A various colour from one parent root; 

While the fantaſtic tulip ſtrives to break 

In two-fold beauty, and a parted ſtreak ? 

| The twining jaſmine, and the bluſhing roſe, 
Wich laviſh grace their morning ſcents diſcloſe : 
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The ſmelling tube-toſe and jonquille declare, 


The Gronger impulſe of an evening air. 
Whence has the tree (reſolve me) or the flow'r 
A various inſtinct, os a diff*rent pow'r ? [breath 
Why ſhould one carth, one clime, one ſtream, one 
Raiſe this to ſtrength, and ſic ken that to death? 
Whence does it happen, that the plant which well 
We name the ſenſitive ſhould more and feel ? 
Whence know her leaves to anſwer her command, 
And with quick horror fly the neighb'ring hand: 
Along the ſunny bank, or wat'ry mead, 
Ten thouſand ſtalks their various bloſſoms ſpread :; 
Peaceful and lowly in thcir native ſoil, 
They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil ; 
Yet with confeſs d magnificence deride | 
Our vile attire, and impotence of pride, 
The cowſlip ſmiles, in brighter yellow dreſt, 
Than that which veils the nubile virgin's breaſt, 
A fairer red ſtands bluſhing in the roſe, 
Than that which on the bridegroom's veſtment flows, 
Take but the humbleſt lily of the field; 
And if our pride will to our reaſon yicld, 
It muſt by ſure compariſon be ſhown 
That on the regal ſcat great David's ſon, 
Array'd in all his robes, and types of pow'r, 
Shines with leſs glory, than that ſimple flow'r. 
Of fiſhes, next, my friends, I would enquiie, 
How the mute race engender, or reſpire; 
From the ſmall fry that glide on Jordan's ſtream 
_ Unmark'd, a multitude without a name, 


| 
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. To that leviathan, who o'er the ſeas 
lmmenſe rolls onward his impetuous ways, 
h | And mocks the wind, and in the tempeſt plays. 
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth 
| From freezing waters, and the colder north, 
41 | To ſouthern climes directing their career, 
Their ſtation changing with th' inverted year. 
How all with careful knowledge are endu'd, 
To chuſe their proper bed, and ware, and food : 
To guard their ſpawn, and educate their brood. _ 
Of birds, how each according to her kind 

Praper materials for her neſt can find; 
| And build a frame, which dcepeſt thought in man 
Would or amend, or imitate in vain. 1 
How in ſmall flights they know to try their young, 
And tcach the callow child her parent's ſong, 
Why theſe frequent the plain, and thoſe the wood, 
Why ev'ry land has her ſpecific brood. x 
vs, | Where the tall cranc, or winding ſwallow goes, 
Fearful of gathering winds, and falling ſnows : 
It into rocks, or hollow trecs they cicep, 
In temporary death coofn'd to fleep; 
Or conſcious of the coming evil, fly 
To milder reg ions, and a fouthern ſky. 

Of beaſfls and creepiny inlets ſhall we trace 
The uond'rous nature, and the various race; 
Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe, 
Of us what they, or what of them we know? 

Tell me, ye ſtudious, who pretend to ſec 
Far into nature's boſom, whence the bee 
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Was firſt in form'd her vent'rous flight to (ters 

Thro' trackleſs paths, and an abyſs of air. 

Whence ſhe avoids the flimy marſh, and knows 

The fertile hills, where ſweeter herbage grows, 

And honey- making flow'rs their opening buds d- 

cloſe. 

How from the thicken'd miſt, and ſetting fun 

Finds ſhe the labour of her day is done ? 

Who taught her againſt winds and rains to ſtrive, 

To bring her burden to the certain hive, 

And thro' the liquid fields again to paſs 

Duteous, and heark'ning to the founding braſs ? 
And, O thou fluggard, tell me why the ant, 

Midſi ſummer's plenty thinks of winter's want: 

By conſtant journics careful to prepare 

Her ſtores; and bringing home the corny ear, 

By what inſtruction does ſhe bite the grain, 

Leſt hid in carth, and taking root again, 


Diſtinct in eit her inſcct's deed appear 

The marks of thought, cont: ivance, hope and fear. 
| Fix thy corporeal, and internal eye 
On the young gnat, or new-engender'd fly; 
On the vile worm, that ycſterday began 
To crawl; thy fcllow-creatures, ab ject wan! 
Like thee they breathe, they move, they taſte, they ſee, 
They ſhow their paſſions by their acts, like thec; 
Darting their ſtings, they previouſly declare 
Deſigu d revenge, and fierce intent of war; 


It might clude the foreſight of her care ? 
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Laying their eggs. they evidently prove 
The genial pow'r, and full effect of lore. 
Each then has organs to digeſt his food, 
One to beget, and one receive the brood : 
Has limbs and fincws, blood, and heart, and brain, } 
Life and her proper functions to ſultain, 
Tho' the whole fabric's ſmaller than a grain. ſ 
What more can our penurious reaſon grant 
To the large whale, or caſtled elephant, 
| To thoſe enormous terrors of the Nile, 
The creſted ſnake, and long-tail'd crocodi'e, 
Than that all differ but in ſhape and name, 
Each deltin'd to a fs or larger frame? 
For potent nature loves a various act, 
Prone to cnlarge, or ſtudious to contract: 
Now forms her work too ſmall, now too immenſc, 
And ſcorns the me.aſurcs of our fecble ſenſe. 
The object ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 
Denies its real image to the eye: 
Too little, it cludes the dazzl'd fight ; 
Becomes mix'd blackneſs, or unparted light. 
Watcr and air the varicd form con ound; 
The ſtraight looks crooked, and the ſquare grows round. 
Thus while with fruitleſs hope, and wearied pain, 
We ſeek great nature's pow'r, but ſeek in vain; 
Safe fits the goddeſs in her dark retreat; 
Around her, myriads of idcas wait, 
And endleſs ſhapes. which the myſterious queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or rctain; 
Vor. II. N 
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As from our loſt pu: ſuit ſhe wills to hide 
Her cloie decrces. and chaſten human pride. 

Untam'd and fixrce the tiger ſtill re mains: 
He tires bis life in biting on his chains: 
Tor the kind gifts of water, and of food, 
ng tateful, and returning ill for good, 
He ſecks bis keepei's ficſh, and thiiſts his blood: 
While the ſtrong camel, and the gen'ous hoi ſe, 
Reſttain'd and aw'd by man's inferior force, 
Vo to the rider's will their rage ſut mit, 
Ard anſwer to the ſpur, and own the bit; 
Etretch the glad mouths to meet the feeder's hand, 
Tleas'd with his weight, and proud of Lis command. 

Again: the lonely fox roams far abroad, 
On ſecret rapine bent, and midnight fraud; 
Now haunts the cliff. now traverſes the laun; 
And flics the hated neighbourhood of man: 
While the kind ſpanicl, and the faithful hound, 
Likeſt that ſox in ſhape and ſpecies found, 
Refyſcs thio' theſe cliffs and lawns to roam; 
Pur ſues the noted path, and covets home; 
Dos with kind joy domeſtic faces mect; 
Jokes vhat the ęlutted child denics to eat; 
Ard dving licks his leng-lov'd maſter s feet 

By what immediate cauſe they are inclin'd, 
In many ads, tis hard, I own, to find. 
1 ſee in othets, or I think 1 ſee, 
"That Qrict their principles, and ours agree, 
Fil, like vs, they ſhun. and covet good; 
Abbor the poilon, and receive the ſood. 
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Like as they love or hate: like us they know 
T., joy the frie d or grappte wth the for. 
Wit ſ-eming thou t their action they intcud, 
And uic the means proportion'd to the cad. 
Tun vainly the philoioplieis avers, 

That reaton guides our degd, and inſtinct theirs, 
How can we juilly diffrent cauſes frame, 

W: a the ects entirely are the fame; 

Inſtinct and reaſon how can we divide ? 

"Tis the fool's ignorance, and the pedant's pride. 

W:th the ſame folly ſure, man vaunts his tway 3 
If the brutc bea!t ceſuics to obey. 

For tell me, when tlie empty boaſter's word 
P-:oclaims hiaiclt the univerſal lord; 

Docs he not tremble, leſt the lion's paw 
Should join his plca againit the fancy'd law? 
Would not the learned coward leave the chair; 
If in the ſchools or porches ihould appear 

The fierce hyaena, or the foaming bear? 

The combatant too late the ficid declines ; 
When now the ſword is girded to his lotns, 
When the ſwift veſſel flics before the wind; 
Too late the ſailor views the land behind, 

And tis too late now back again to bring 
Enquiry, rais'd and tow'ring on the wing : 
Forward ſhe ſtrives, averſe to be with-held 

From nobler objects, and a larger field. 
C aſider with me this etherial ſpace, 

Yiclding to earth and ſea the middle place. 
N 2 
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Anxious I aſk ye how the penſile ball 
 Siwuld never (tiive to riſe, nor fear to fall. 

When I 1cfic&, how the revolving ſun 

Does round our globe his crooked jourriies run; 
doubt of many lands, if they contain 

Or herd of beaſt, or colony of man: 
If any nations paſs their deſtin'd days 
Bencath the neighb'ring ſun's directer rays ; 

It any ſuffer on the polar coaſt, 

"The rage of Arttos, and eternal froſt. 

May not the pl-afurc of omnipotence 

To each of che e ſome ſecret good Giſpenſe ? 
Thoſe who amidſt the torrid regions live, 

May they not gales unknown to us receive; 

See daily ours rejoice the thirſty earth, 
And bleſs the flow ry buds ſucceeding birth? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to bear 
The various heav'n of an obliquer ſphere ; 
While by fix'd laws, and with a juſt return, 
They feel twelve hours that ſhade, for twelve that "FEY 
And praiſe the neighb'ring ſun whoſe conſtant flame 
Enlightens them with ſeaſons (till the ſame! 
And may not thoſe, whoſ: diſtant lot is caſt 
North beyond Tartary's extended waſte ; 
Where thro' the pluias of one continual day, 
Six ſhining months purſue their even way; 
And fx ſucceeding urge their dulky flight, 
Obſcur'd with vapours and o'crwhelm'd in night: 
May not, I aſk the natives of theſe climes 
(As annals may inform ſucceeding times) 
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To our quotidian change of heav'n prefer 
Their one viciſſitude, and equal {hare 
Of day and night, diſparted thro the year ? ) 
May they not ſcorn our ſun's repeated race, 
To narrow bounds preſcrib'd, and little ſpace, 
Haſt'ning from morn, and headlong driv'n from noon, 
Half of our daily toil yet ſcarcely done ? 
May they not jultiy to our climes uphraid 
Shortneſs of night, and penury of ſhade: 
That c'er our wearied lim's are juſtly hleſt 
With wholctuunc flegp, and ncecilary ret; 
Another ſun demands return of care, 
The remnant toil of yeſterday to bear ? 
Whilſt, when the ſolar beams ſalute their ſight, 
Bold and ſecure in half a year of light, 
Uninterrupted voyages they take 
To the remoteſt wood, and fartheſt lake; 
Manage the fihing, and purſue the courte 
With more ext. nded nerves, and more continu'd force, 
And when declining day foriaks the tky; 
When gath'ting clouds tpcax giovny winter nigh 
With plenty for the coming tation blett. 
Six ſolid months (an age) they lice, releus'd 
Fiom all the labour, proces, clumour, woc, 
Wich our ſad ſcencs of daily activi know 2 
They light the ſhining lamp, prepare the ferfl, 
And with full mirth receive the welcome gucti ; 
Oc tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now they ſuffer) to the liit'uing fair; 

N 3 
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And rais'd in pleaſure, or repos'd in eaſe 
(Grateful altcrnates of ſubſtantial peace) 
They bleſs the long nocturnal influence ſhed 
On the crouwn'd goblet, and the genial bed. 

In foreign iſles which our difcor'rers find, 
Far from this length cf continent disjoin'd, 
the rugged bcars, or ſpotted lynx's brood, 
Frighten the vallics, ant infeſt the uod: 
The hungry crocod!lc, and hiſſing ſnake 
Lurk in the troubl'd ſtream and fenny brake: 
And man untaught, and rav'nous as the beaſt, 
Does valley, woo, and brake, and ftrcam iniclt. 
Deriv'd theſe men and animals their Lirth 
From trunk of oak, or pregnant womb of carth ? 
Whence then the old belief that all began 
In Fden's ſhade, and one ercated man? 
Or grant, this progeny was wafted o'er 
By coaſting bo its from next adiaccnt ſhore 2 


Would thotc, from whom we will ſuppoſe they ſpring, 


Slaughter to harmleis lands, and poiſon hiing ? 
| Would they en board or bears, or lynxes take, 
Feed the ſlie-adder, and the brooding ſnake ? 
Or could they think tic new diſcorer'd Ille 
Pleas'd to receive a pregvant crocodile ? 

And ſince the ſavage lincage we mult trace 
From Noah ſav'd, and his diſtinguiſh'd race; 
How ſhould their fathers happen to forget 
The arts which Noah taught, the rules he ſet, 
To ſow the glebe, to plant the gen'rous vine, 
And load with gratcful flames the holy ſbrine? 
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While the great fire's unhappy ſons are found, 

Unpreſs d their vintage, and untill'd their ground, 

Straggling oer dale and hill in queſt of food, _ 

And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God. 

How ſhall we next o'er carth and ſcas purſue 

The vary'd forms of ev'ry thing we vicw ; 

That all is chang'd, tho' all is ſtill the fame, 

Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame? | 

Of thoſe materials, which have been confelt 

The priſtine tprings, and parents of the reſt, 

Lach Iecomes other. Water ttopp'd gives birth 

To grats and plants, and thickens into earth ; 

D:iitus'd it riſes in a higher ſphere ; 

Dilates its drops, and foftens into air: 

Tiow iner parts of air again athire ; 

Move, into warmth, and Urishien into fre? 

That fire once more b thicker air o'crcome, 

And downwarl for.'d in cuth's capacious womb 

Alters its particles: is fire no more; 

Put lies reſplendent duſt, and ſhinige oar ; 

Or running thro' the mighty mother's veins, 

Changes its ſhape; puts ol its old remains; 

With wat'ry parts its letien'd force divides ; 

Flows into wavzs, and riſes into tides. | 
Difparted ſtreams ſhall from their channels fly, 

And dcep ſurcharg'd by ſandy mountains lie, 

Obſcurcly ſepulcher'd. By cating rain, 

And furious wind, down to the di:tant plain. 

The hill that hides its head above the ſkies, 


Shall fall: the plain by flow degrees ſhall riſe 
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Higher than erſt had ſtood the ſummit-hill; 

For time muſt nature's great beheſts fulfill. 
Thus by a length of years and change of fats, 

All things are light or lcavy ſmall or gicat: 

Thus Jordan's waves ſhall future clouds appear; 

And Egypt's pyramids rcfine to air, 

Thus later ages thall atk for piſon's flaod: 

And travellers enquirc, whcrc Babel ſtood, 
Now where we ſee thee changes often fall, 

Scdate we paſs them by, as natural: 

Where to our eye more rarely they appcar, 

The pompous name ol prodigy they boar, 

Let active thought theſe cloie mcanders trace: 

Let human wit their dulious bound rics place. 

Are all thiags miracle; or nothing tuch ? 

And prove ne not too little, or to much? 
For that a branch cut off, a wither'd rod 

Should at a word pronounc'd revive and bud 


Is this mere ſtrange, than that the mountain's brow, | 


Stripp'd ty Deczmbet's froſt, and „ite with ſnow, 
Stout puch, in ſpring, ten thouſand thoutaud Luds; 
And boait returning leaves, and blubming woods ? 
That cach ſucceſſive night from opening leavin 

The food of angels ſhould to man Le givn; 

Is this more ſtrange, than that with common bread 
Our fainting bodies every day are ſed; 

Than that each grain and ſecd conſum'd in earth, 
Raiſcs its ſtore and muitipics its birth; ER 
And from the nandful which the tiller ſons, 

The labour'd fields 1cjolce, and ſuture harveſt flows! 


> > I > I I on 7 
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Then from whatc'er we can to ſenſe produce 
Common and plain, or wond'rous and abſtruſe, 
From nature s conſtant or ecceniric laws, 

The thoughtſul foul this general influence draws, 
That an cifect muit piciuppule a cauſe. 

And chile the docs her upward flight ſuſtain 
Touching each link of the continu'd chain, 

At length the is obliz'd and forc'd to fee 

A firſt a {ource, a lite, a Dicty; 

What has for ever been, and mutt for ever be. 
his great cxiſtence thus by rraſon found, 
Bloſt by all pow'r, with all perfection croan' d: 

How can ue bind or limit his decree, 


By what our ear has heard, or eye may ſce? 

Say then: is all in heaps of water loſt, 

Beyond the iſlands, and the mid-land coaſt ? 

Or has that God, who gave the world its birth, 
Serer'd thoſe waters by ſome other carth, 

Countries by future plou-ſhares to be torn, 


0 
5 And cities rais d hy nations yet unborn! 
he | Ee the progrefſive courſe of reſtleſs age 
my 


Performs three thouſund times its annual ſtage; 
May not gur power and learning be ſuppreſt; 
And arts a d empire learn to travel weſt ? | 
4 Where, by the ſtrength of this idea charm'd, 

Lishten'd with glory, and with rapture warm'd, 
Aſcends my foul * what ſees ſhe white and great 
Amidſt ſubjected ſeas? an iſle the ſeat 

Of pow'r and plenty; her imperial throne, 

For juſtice and for mercy ſought and known; 


»—# 


VS 


154 POEMS ON 


Virtues lime, great attrii utcs of heav'n, 
From thince to this Giltioculfi'd nation gis'n: 
Yet farti.cr welt the weitern ile extends, 
Her happy fame; her arm'a flect ſhe ſends 
To climates folded vet from human cyc; 
And lands, wiich we imigine wave and (ky, 
From pole to poic ſhe heais hier acts reſt und, 
And iulcs an empire by ne ocean bound; 
Knows her {hips aucho,'d, and her tails vaful'd 
In other Iidics, aud a ſecond wor td 

Long ſuall Britannia, that muit be her name) 
Be fitit in conqdeſt, ad prefide in fame: 
Long ſhall ler favour'd monatehy engage 
The teeth of envy, and the force of age: 
Rerer'd and happy the ſhall long remain, 
Of Lumun thines lealt changeaizle, leaſt vain. 
Yet all muſt with the pgen'ra! c im comply; | 
And this great glorious pow'r, tt.o laſt, muſt die, 

Now let us leave this earth, and liſt our eye 
To the large convex of yon' azure tky ; 
Pchold it like an ample curtain ſpread, 
Now ſtreak'd, and glowing with the morning red; 
Anon at noon in flaming yellow bright, 
And chuſing ſable for the peace ful night. 


Aſk reaſon now, whence light and ſhade were giv't, | 


And whence this great vaiicty of heav'n: 

Reaſun our guide, what can ſhe more teply, 

Than that the ſun illuminates the ky ; 
Than that night riſes from his abſont ray, 


And his returning luſtte kindles diy ? 


— 
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But we cxpect the morning ted in vain; 
Tis hid in vapours, or obſcu'd by rain 
The noon-tide yellow we in cats require 2 


is black in ſtorm, or red in light ning fre. 
| Pitchy and dark the night ſometimes apprars, 


Friend to our woc, and parent of bur fears: 
Our joy and wonder ſometimes the æxcites, 


With ſtars unnu:nber'd, and «ternal lights. 


Send forth, ye wiſe, ſend forth your lab ring thought: 
Let it return with empty notions fraught, 

Of airy columns every moment broke, 

Of cucling his pools. and of ſphercs of ſmoke : 


Let this ſolution but once more affords 
| Ncw change of terms. and ſcaffolding of words : 


In other garb my qu- ſtion I receive; 
And take the doubt the very tame I gave. 

Lo! as a giant ſtrong the luſty ſun 
Multiply'd rounds in one great round does run, 
Tonſold his courſe vet conſtant his carcer, 
Changing the day, and fin ching the year, 

Again when his deſcending orb retires, 


And carth perceives the abſcnce of his fires; 


The noon affr415 us her alternate ray, 


And with kind beams diſtributes fainter day : 


Yet kceps the ſtages of her monthly race, 


4 Various her beams, and changeable her face. 


Each planct ſhining in his proper ſphere, 

Does with juſt ſpced his radiant voyage ſteer 2 

Each ſecs his lamp with diffrent luſtre crown'd : 
Tach knows his coufe with diffrent periods bound: 
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And in his paſſage thro' the liquid ſpace, 
Nor haftens, nor regards his neighbour's race. 
Now ſhine theſe planets with tunitantial rays ? 
Does innate luſtre gid their mea ſur'd days? 
Or do they (as your ſchemes, I think. have ſhown) 
Dart furtive beams, and glory not their cun, 
All ſervants to that ſource of light, the fun? 

Again I ſee ten thouſand thoutund ſtars, 
Nor caſt in lines, in circles, nor in ſquares, 
(Poor rules, with which our bounded mind is fill'd, 
When we would plant, or cultivate, or build) 
- But ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuch various light 
As ſpeaks the hand, that form'd them infinite: 
How mean the oider and perfection ſought 
In the beſt product of the human thought, 
Compar'd to the great harmony that reigns 
In what the ſpirit of the world ordains ! 

Now if the ſun to earth tranſmits his ray, 
Yet does not ſcorch us with too ficice a day; 
| How ſmall 2 portion of his pow'r is givin 
To orbs more diſtant. and remoter heav'n ? 
And of thoſe ſtars, which our imperic& cye 
Has doom'd and fix'd to one eternal (ky, 
Each by a native ſtock of honour great, | 
May dart ſtrong influence, and diffuſe kind heat, 
Itſelf 2 ſun ; and with tranſmiſſive light 
Enliven worlds deny'd to human ſight: 
Around the circle of their ambient ſkies 


New moons may grow or wane, may ſet to riſe; 
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And other ſtars may to thoſe ſuns be earths ; 
Give their own clements their proper births; 
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole; 
Sec their lands flouriſh. and their oceans roll; 
Yet theſe great orbs thus iadically bright, 
Primitive founts, and origins of light, 
May cach to other (as their diff rent ſphere 
Makes or their diſtance, or their height appear) 
Be ſcen a nobler, or inferior ſtar ; 
And in that ſpace, which we call air and ſy, 
Myriads of earths, and moons and ſuns may lie 
Unmeaſur'd, and unknown by human eye. 

In vain we meaſure this amazing ſphere, 
And find and fix its centet here or there; 
While its circumſ'tence ſcorning to be brought 
Ev'n into fancy'd ſpace, illudes our vaniſh'd thought. 

Where then are all the radiant monſters diiv'n, 
With which yo r gucflcs fill'd the frighten'd heay' ga? 
Where will their fictious images remain? 
In paper ſchemes, and the Chaldean's brain. 

This problem yet. this offspring of a gueſs, 
Let us for once a child of truth confeſs; 

Thar theſe fair ſtars, theſe objects of delight | 

And terior, to our ſearching dazzl'd fight, 
Are worlds immenſe, unnumbcr'd, infinite: 
But do theſe worlds diſplay their beams, or a 
Their orbs, to ſerve thy uſe, to pleaſe thy pride ? 
Thyſclf but duſt; thy ſtature but a ſpan, 
A moment thy duration; fooliſh man; 

Vor. II. , OW: 
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As well may the minuteſt emmet ſay, 

T hat Caucaſus was rais'd to pave his way? 

The fnail, that Lebanon's extended wood 

Was deſtin'd only for his walk, and food; 

The vileſt cockle. gaj ing on the coaſt 

That rounds the ample ſeas as well may boaſt, 

The craggy rock projects above the ſky, 

That he in ſafety at his toot may lic; 

And the whole ocean's confluent witers ſwell, 

Ouly to quench his thirſt. or move and blanch tis ſhell, 
A higher flight the vent'rous goddeſs trics, 

Leaving material worlds, and local ſkics : | 

 Enquires, what are the beings. where the ſpace, 

That form'd and held the angels ancient race, 

For rebel Lucifer with Michacl fought 

offer only what tradition taught.) 

E mbattl'd chcrub againſt cherub roſe; 

Did ſhicld to ſhicld, and pow'r to pow'r oppoſe : 

Heav'n 1ung with triumph; hell was fill'd with wors 

What were theft forms of which our volumes tell, 

How tome fought great, and others recrcant tells 

Theſe bound to bear an evcilatting load, 

Ducance of chain and baniſhment ot Ged; 

By fatal turns their wretched firergth to tire 

To ſu im in ſulph'ious lakes, or land on 10lid fire: 

Whilſt thoſe exalted to primacval lielit, 

F xcefs of bl: ffing. and jupreme delight, 

Only perce!.c me little paufe of joys 

In tho gat monints, wieu theic God employs 
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Their miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd hate 
On the proud king, or the rebellious ſtate ; 
Or to reverſe ſchovah's high command, 
And ipeak the thunder falling from his hand, 
Wacn to his duty the proud king returns, 
Aid the rebellious ſtate in aſhes mourns. 
H1y can good angels be in heav'n coniin'd * 
Or view that preſence which no ſpace can bind? 
I God a ore, beneath, or yon', or here? 
He who made all, is he nt ev'ry where ? 
On how can wicked ange!'s find a night 
$0 dark, to hide em' trom that piercing light 
Which form d the eye, and gave the pow'r of fight. _ 

What mcan | now of angel. when I hear 
Firm bod, ſpirit pure, or fluid air? 
Sicits to action ſpiritual conhn'd, 
Friends to our thought, and kindred to our mind, 
Should only act and prompt us from within, 
Noc by external cye be ever ſcen. 
Ws it not there fore to our tat hers known, 
That theſe had appetite, and limb. and bone? 
Elſe how could tam waih their weary'd fects 
Or Sarah pleaſe their taſte with ſav ry meat? 
Whence ſh »ul.l they fear ? or why did Lot engage 
To ſave their bodies from a'ulive rage? 
And how could Jacob, in a rcal fight, 
Feel or reſiit the wreſtling angels might? 
How could a form irs ſtrength with matter try? 
Or how a ſpirit touch a moctal's thigh ? 

0 2 


x60 POEMS ON 


Now are they ir condens'd, or gather'd rays ? 
How zuide they then our pray 'r. or keep our ways, 
By ſtronger blaſts (till ſuhject to be taſt, 

By t. mpcſt icatter'd, and in uhirlu inds loft ? 
Ha e they again (is ſacred ſong proclaims). 
gubſtances real. and cxiſting frames? 

How concs it fince with them we jointly ſhare 
he great effect ot one Cicator's carc; 

That uhilſt our bodics ficken. and decay. 
Theit's arc for ever healthy young, and gay? 
Why. whit we ſteugęle in this vale beneath, 
Vinh want and forrow, with diſtaſe and death, 
Lo they more b efs'd perpctual life employ 

On ſongs of pleaſure, and in ſcænes of joy ? | 

Nox whin my mind has all this world ſurvey'd, 
And found. that nothing by it ſelf was made; 
When thought has rais'4 itſelf by juſt degrees, 
F.ow va" . rown'd with flaw'rs and hills with trees 
% imoaking min'rals. and from tiſing ſheams ; 
7. +3 fatt'ning Lilus, or viftorious Thames ; 
T.um all the living, that four-tvoted move 
Along the ſhore, the mcacow, or the grove; 

From all that can with fins, or feathers fly 
Thro' the acrial, or the wat'ry ſky; 

From the poor reptile with a reas'ning ſoul, 
That miſerable maſter of the whole ; 

From this great object of the body's eye, 

This fair half round, this ample azure ſky, 
Terribly large, and wonderfully bright 

With ſtars unnumber'd, and unmeaſur'd light; 
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From eſſences unſeen, celeſtial n ume, 

Enlight'ning ſpirits, and miniit tal flames 

Angels, dominions, potentates and throu.s, 

All that in each degtec than 1 of ercita He: 


Lift we our reaſon to our oven carte "E243 
Who blett th: wiole with lic, and de Wit! 
Who forth from nothing call d . , 
His will an act, his word and e drr ie; 


| OR * 


To whom a thoatand years a bort: 
Wno bade the Ii chit her genial Lois , | 
And ſet the mon and tanzt ter: 
Who waking tine, his cicatitic ton ee 
Primacval, order d his prede/tin'd on; 
Himi.c if, as in the hollow of hi, hd, 

Holding. obedient to bis high command, 

The dcep abyis, the long continu at tt e, 

Where months. and dars, and hours ten 
Their floatiaz parts, and them 5707) are ng 
T'iis 


Wi 110 1 the me Pot] I'1 2 mw'dl his C: 


\ip!ta and Omega fi. t and Ht. 

The world's great franc, com. nan; % K 
Sich as the eyes of lenſe and ita: n: 

Yet it he wits, may chan ze or. {poi ty ee: 
Miyt ake yon” beanicous, mn ie ity 


An huen it, like à nichts parchme 74 tous 


1 


May from its halis in one mo. act pour 
Thi. melted corth - — 

Like liquid metal, and like burning Har: 
Win sole in pow'r at the te bt HTS . 


Let fea, and air, aud carth, and heaw u be a. 
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And it was fo And when he ſhall ordain 
In other ſort, has but to ſpeak again, 
And they ſhall be no more: of this great theme, 
This glorious, hallow'd everlaſting name, 
This god, I would diſcourſe 
The Icarn'd elders ſat appal'd, d 
And each with mutual look on other gaz'd. 
Nor ſpeech they meditate, nor an{wer frame: 
Too plain, alas! their ſilence ſpake their ſhame 2 
Till one, in whom an outward mien appear'd, 
And turn ſuperior to the vulgar herd, 
Began; that human learning's furtheſt ack 
Was but to note the doctrines I could teach; 
That mine to ſpeak, and theirs was to obey: 
For I in knowledge more, than pow'r did fway : 
And the aſtoniſh'd world in me beheld 
Moſes eclips'd, and Je ſſe's ton encell'd. 
Humble a ſccond bow'd, and took the word; 
Foreſaw my name by future age ador'd. 
O live, ſaid he, thou wiſeſt of tlic wilt ! 
As none has cquall'd, none thalk ever rite 
Excelling thee —— 
Parent of wicked, bane of honef deeds 
Pernicious flatt'ry : thy maliznant fecds 
In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand 
Sadly diffus'd o'er virtue's gleby land 
With riſing pride amidſt the corn appear, 
And choak the hopes and harveſt of the year, 
And now the whole perplex'd ignoble crowd 
Mute to my queſtions, in my praiſes loud, 


— — 
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Echo d the word: whence things aroſe, or how 


They thus exiſt, the apteſt nothing know: 
What yet is not, but is ordain'd to be, 


All veil of doubt apart, the dullcſt ſee. 

My prophets, and my ſophiſts finiſh'd here 
Their civil efforts of the verbal war: 
Not ſo my Rubbin;, and logicians yield; 
Retiring ſtiil they combat: from the field 
Of open arms unwilling they depart, | 
And {ku!k behind the ſubterfuge of art. 


Jo ſpcak one thing mix'd dialects they join; 


Divide the ſimple. and the plain define; 
Fix fancy'd laws, and form imagin'd rules, 


| Terms of their art, and jargon of their ſchools, 


Ul- grounded maxims by fate gloss eniatg'd, 
And captious ſcience ag aint rain charg'd. 

Soon their crile notions with cach other foughts 
The adverſe feet deny'd, what this had taught; | 
And he at length the ampleſt triumph gain'd, 


| Who contradicted what the laſt maintain'd. 


O wretched impotence of human mind! 

We erring {till exculc for error und; 

And daixling grope, not knowing we are lind. 
Vain man! ſince firſt the bluihing fire etlay'd 


His folly with connected leaves to ſhade; 


How docs the crime of thy reſembling race 
With like attempt that priſtine error trace ? 


Too plain thy nakedncſs of foul eſpy'd, 
Why doſt thou flrive the conſcious ſhame to hide 


By marks of eloquence, and veils of pride? 
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With outward ſmiles their flatt'ry I receiv'd ; 
Own'd my ſick mind by their diſcourſe relicy'd 
But bent and inward to myſelf again 
Perplex d, theſe matters I revolv'd; in vain. 
My ſearch (till tir'd, my labour ſtill renew'd, 

At length 1 ignorance, and knowledge vicw'd, 
Impartial; both in equai balance laid; 
Light flew the knowing ſcale; the doubtſu' heavy weigh'd 

Fore d by reflective reaſon, I confeſs, 

That human ſcience is uncertain gncets. 
Alas! we graſp at clouds, and beat the air, 
Vexinz that ſpirit we intend to clear. 
Can thought beyond the bounds oi matter climb? 
Or vio ſhail tell ne, what is ſpace or time! 
In vain we lift up our preſumpturus eyes 
To what our make; to theh ken dermis: 
The ſearchers follow falt: the object faſter flies. 
"he little which imperfectly we find, 
:duces only the bewiider'd mind 
To fruitichs fearch of ſomcetl. ing vet behind. 
Various diicuſdons tcar our heated brain: 
Opinions often turn; ſtitl doubts remain ;; 
And who indulges thought, increafes pain. 

How narrow limits were to wiiduom pgiv'n ? 
Earth ſhe ſurveys; ſhe thence would meniiire heav'n: 
Thro' miſts obſcure, now wings her teclidus ways 
Now wanders dazzi'd with too bright a day; 
And from the ſummit of a pathlcis coaſt 
Sces infinite, and in that ſight is loft. 
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Remember, that the cuiſt deſice to know, 
0T-tpring of Adam. was thy tource of wor, 
Way wilt thou then renew the vain purſuit, 
And raſhly catch at the forbidden fruit ? 
Wih empty labour and cluded firite 
S:ckiag. by knoalcdee, to attain to life; 
For ever from that tatal tree debarr'd, 


Wich flaming ſu ords and angry cherubs guard, 
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I aid in mine heart, go te now, I will prove thee with 


THE 
SECOND BOOK. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Sokouox again ſeeking happineſs. enquires if wealth 


and greatneſs can pioduce i, begins with the mag- 
nificence of gardens and buildings. the luxury of 
muſic and feaſting ; and piocceds to the hopes and 
d ſires of love In tx» <p) odes are ſhewn the fol- 
lies and troubles of that paſſion Solomon till diſ- 
appointed, falls under the temptations of liherti- 
nitm and idolatry; recovers his thought, reaſons a- 
right and concludes, that as to the purſuit of ple a- 
ſure, and ſenſual delight, ALL is vanity AND 
VEXATION OF SPIRIT, | 


TEXTS chiefly alludcd to in this 
B O O K. 


mirth Uecc{orc enjoy pleaſure. Ecelcſiaſtes. Chap. 
II. ver. 1. | | 


TExTS5 chic fiy zlluded to in this Book. 


I made me great works, I bu:lded me hou. es, I planted 

me vinevaids. ver. 4. | 

] made me zardens. and orchards: and I plantcd tiges 
in them of all kinds of fruits. ver 5. 


I made me pools of water, to water therewith the wood = 


that brinzeth forth trees ver 6. 
Then 1 looked on all the works that my hands had 


wrought. and on the labour that 1 had laLoured to 


do: and be hold, all was vanity and rexation of pi · 
tit; and there was no profit under the fun. 

IT gat me men-ſingers and women-finzers, and the de- 
lights of the tons of men, as n.ulical inſtiuments, and 
that of all forts. vcr. 8. 

I ſought in mine heart to five myſelf unto wine (vet 
acquainting mine heart with witdom) and to lay 
hold on foily, till I might fee what was that good 


for the ſuns of men. which they ſhould do undrr | 


heaven, all the days of theit life. ver 3. 
Then | taid in ny heart, as it happene th unto the fool, 
ſo it kappeneth even unto me, and why was [ then 


more wiſe ? then I ſaid in my heart, that this al | 


is vanity ver 15. 


Therefore | hated life, becauſe the work that h 
wrought under the tun is gricvous unto me. Chap. 


Il ver. 17. 


Dead flies c uſe the o ntment to ſend forth a Rinking | 


favour : fo doth a little folly him that is in reput» 
tion for wiſdom and honour Chap X ver I. 


The memory of the juſt is Liked, but the name of the | 


wicked thall rot Pruvaibs, Chip. X. ver. 7. 


2 
7 
q 
T N 


F 
THE 


SECOND BOOK. 


RY then, O man, the moments to deceive, 


That from the womb attend thee to the grave: 

For weary d nature find ſome apter ſcheme : 
Health be thy hope; and pleaſure be thy theme: 
From the perple xing and unequal ways, 
Where ſtudy brings thee; from the endleſs maze, 
Which doubt perſuades to run, forewarn'd recede, 
To the gay ficld, and flow'ry path, that lead 
To jocund mirth, ſoft joy, and careleſs caſe: 
Forſake what may inſtruct, for what may plcaſe ; 
Eſſay amuſing art, and proud expence: 
And make thy reaſon ſubje& to thy ſenſe. 

I commun'd thus: the pow'r of wealth I try d, 
And all the various luxe of coſtly pride. 
Artiſts and plans relicv'd my folemn hours: 
I founded palaccs, and planted bow'rs. | 
Birds, fiſhes, beaſts of each exotic kind 
I to the limits of my court confin'd. 
To trees transferr d | gave a ſcrond birth; 
And bid a foreign ſhade grace ſuda's earth. 
Fiſh ponds were made, where former foreſts grew; 
And hills were levell'd to extend the view 

Vor. Il, | P 
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F iver< divetted from tl cir natiie courſe, 
And bound with chains of artificial tee, 
From large callu teh in Kefir tumult VG 5 
Or cc thio' fgur'd fione or buatl ing gold. 
I rem furtheſt Africa's tormented uen b | 
Ihe marble brovght, eres the ſpacious dome, 


Or forms the pillat's long- extended 10vs, 


On uhich the planted grove. ard penſile garden grows, 


"The varkmen here obey the matter's call, 
To gi'd the turict. and to paint the wall; 


Jo mark the pavement there with various ſtone: 


Ard on the jaſper ſteps to rear the throne: 
Ihe ſpreading cedar, that an age had ſtood, 
Supreme of trees, and miſtrets of the wood, 
Cut coun ard carv'd, wy ſhining roof adorns, 
And Lebanon his ru.n'd honour mouins. 

A thoufand artiſts ſlicw their cunning pow'r, 
To raiſe the wonders of the iv'ry tour 
A thouſand maidens ply the purple leom, 
Jo weare the Led, and deck the regal room; © 
Jill Tyre confeſſes her exhauſted ſtore, 
That on her coaſt the Murex is no more; 

Jill from the Parian iſle, and Lit ya's coaſt, 
Ihe noun tains grieve their hopes of marble loſt; 
And India's wooes return their juſt complaint, 

Their brood decay'd, and want of cle phant. 
My ful! defign with vaſt expence atchier'd, 

] came, beheld, zumir'd, ref &: Gd, griev'd, 

I chie the toliy of my thought! is Faſte: 

For, the work. perfected, the joy was paſt, 


3 Sat awd » we ns 
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To my new courts fad thought did ſtill repair; 
And io ay gilkicd wens hung hav'ring cue. 
In vain on {kar acts gat cp ne; 

Aid teitleſe 0.4 fron jurjple Crriciies role ? 

V : «atious tho izhi: il torn ny ing nid 

N. 34 by ü nits, nor to plate contn'd; 
Miunted my niglits, and trinity d my das; 
Stalk'd tino my gardens, and partu d my ways, 
Noi th it om artfſu pen til in winding mate. 

Vet take thy benq, my Fu!; another eule 

In lalge; add ni to nau accuce : 

Eiſty, it harm ny my giti controul; 

Or pow'r of ban prevail upon the foul, 
O.rca var fers and pacts have cr f, 

That mu'ic's force can tame the furious beaſt ; 
Cin make the wolf, or loa ning boar reftrata 
His rage; the lion drop lis crete d main, 
A'tentive to the lo12 ; tac lynx forget 

His wcath to min, aud lick the minitic!'s fects 
Are we 2445 ! let, lavage yet then tlicic? 

Elie muſie ſu g miy hu nin cares appeaſc. 

| ſpake my” 1. pole „and tic Cliaitul choig 
Pai ted their in tres of harmony: the lie 
Soften d the timbrels noiſe ; the ttumpet's ſound 
Provok'd the Dorian flute (both ſweeter found 
When mix'd :) the file the viol's notes refin'd, 
And ev'ry ſtrengti with ev'ry grace was join'd. 
Each morn they wak'd me with a tprig'tly lay: 
Of opening heren they ſung, and glaulome day. 
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Fach erening their repeated kill expreſs'd 
Scenes of repoſe, and images of reſt ; 
Y.t (till in vain ; for muſic gather'd thought: 
Put how unequal the effects it brought? 
"The ſoit ideas of the cheat ful note, 
Lightly receiv'd, were cafily forgot: 
Ihe folemn violence of the graver ſound 
Kacw to ſtrike derp, and leave a laſting wound. 

And now teflecting. I with giicf deſery | 
Tue ſickly luſt of the tantaſtic eye; 
How the weak organ is with ſceing cloy'd, 
F.; ;ng ere night what it at noon cnjoy d. 
And now (unhappy ſearch of thought !) I found 
The fickle car ſoon glutted with the found, 
Condemn'd eternal changes to purſue, 
Tir'd with the laſt, and eager of the new. 

I bade the virgins and the youth advance, 

To temper muſic with the ſprightly dance. 
In vain ! too low the mimic-motions ſeem : 
What takes our heart, muſt merit our eſteem. 
Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a part, 
Forming the movements to the rules of art; 
And vex'd I found, that the muſician's hand 
Had o'er the dancer's mind too great command, 


I drank ; I lik'd it not: twas rage; 'twas noiſe; 


An airy ſcene of tranſitory joys. 

In vain I truſted, that the flowing bowl 
Would baniſh ſorrow, and enlarge the ſoul. 
To the late revel, and protracted feaſt 
Wild dreams ſucceeded, and diſorder'd reſt ; 
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And as at dawn of morn fair reaſon's light 

Broke thro” the fumes and phantoms of the night; 

What had been ſaid, I aik'd my foul, what dong; 

How flow'd our muth, and whence t'te hace begun? 

Perhaps the jeſt that charm'd this thrightly crowd, 

And made the jovial table laugh io Lond, 

To {ome falſe notion ow'd its por pr-:unce, 

To an ambiguous word's perv-rtcd nic, 

To a wild ſonnet, or 2 wanton air, 

Offence and torture to the et car. 

perhaps alas! the pleatiag itrcam was brought 

From this man's error, from another's tault; 

From topics which good - nature would forget, 

And prudence mention with the laſt regret. 

Add yet unnumber'd s, that lie unſcen 

la the pernicious dranglit ; the word vbtene, 

Or hari, which once clanc'd muſt ever fly 

Irrevocalle ; the too prompt reply, 

Sect] of tevere diiliult and ferec debate; 

What we ihould thun. and what we out to hate, 
Add too the blo» impoverich'd, and the come 

Ot health ſuppteſs d by wine's continu'd force. 
Unhappy man! whom fortow thus and rage 

To diff rent ill; alternatcly engage. 

Who drinks, alas! but to forget; nor ſces, 

Taat melancholy fbi, ſcrore diſcaſe, 

Mem'ry conſus'd, and interrupted thourht, 

Death's harbingers, lie latent in the druntt: 

And ia the flow'rs that wreath the fparxiing bow?, 

Pell adders hiis, and pois' nous ſerpcuts roll. 


1774 POEMS ON 


| Remains there ought untry'd, that may remove 
Sickneſs of mind, and heal the boſom ? Lorc, 
Lore yet remains; indulge his genial fire, 

Cherith fair hope, folicit young deſire, 

And boldly bid thy anxious foul explore 

This laſt great remedy s myſterious pour. 

Why therefore heſitates my doubtſul breaſt? 
Why ceaſes it one moment to be bleſt? 

Fly ſwift, my friends; my ſervants, fly; imploy 
Your inſtant pains to bring your malter joy. 
Let all my wives and concubines be drets'd ; 

Let them to-night attend the royal fealt ; 

All Ifracl's beauty, all the foreign fair; 

The gifts of princes, or the ipoils of war. 

Before their monarch they ſhall ſingly paſs ; 
And the moſt worthy ſhall obtain the grace. 

I ſaid: the fealt was ferv'd: the bowl was crown'd; | 
To the king's pleaſure went the mirthful reund; | 
The women came; as cuſtom wills, they paſt ; 
On. one, (O that diſtinguiſh'd one!) I caſt 
The fav'rite glance; O! yet my mind retains 
That fond beginning of my infant pains. 
Mature the virzin was of Egypt's race: 

Grace ſhap'd her limbs; and beauty deck'd her face: 
Eaſy her motion ſcem'd, ſerene her air ; | 

Full, though unzon'd, her boſom roſe ; her hair 
Unty'd, and ignorant of artful aid, 

Adown her ſhoulders looſely lay diſplay d; 
And in the jetty curls ten thouſand Cupids play d. ö 


— — — 
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Fix'd on her charms, and pleas'd that I could love, 
Aid me my friends, contribute to improve 
Your monarch's bliſs, I ſaid ; freth roſes bring 
To ſtrow my bed; till the imporv'rith'd ſpring 
Confeſs her want; around my am'rous head 
Be dropping myrrh, and liquid amber ſhed, 


„Till Arab has no more. From the ſoft lyre, 


Sweet flute, and ten-ſtring'd inſtrument, require 


Sounds of delight: and thou, fair nymph, draw nigh; 

Thou, in whoſe graccful form, and potent eve 

Thy maſter's joy long fought at length is found; 

And as thy brow, let my deſires be crown'd; 

O far'rite virgin, that has warm'd the breaſt, 

Whoſe ſov'reign Qictates ſubjugate the catt ! 
hid; and ſudden from the golden thrones 

With a tubinifſive ſtep 1 hafted down. 

The glowing garland from my hair I took, 

Love in my heart, obedience in my look; 

Prepar'd to place it on her comcly head: 

O far'rite virgin! (yet again I ſaid) 

Receive tne honours dcſtin'd to thy brow ; 

And O above thy fellows happy thou ! 

Their duty mult thy ſor'reign word obey. 

Rite up, my love; my fair one, come away. 
What pang, alas what extacy of ſmart 

Tore up my ſenſes, and transfix'd my heart ; 

When the with modeſt ſcorn the wreath return'd, 

Reclin'd her beauteous neck, and inward mourn'd ? 
Forc'd by my pride, I my concern ſuppreſs'd, 

Pretended drowſineſs, and wiſh of reſt ; 

Aud ſullen 1 forſook th' ĩmperfect feaſt: 
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Ordering the eunuchs, to whoſe proper care 
Our eaſtern grandevr gives th' impritvn'd fair, 
To lead her forth to a dillinzui:h'd bow'r, 
And bid her dreſs the bed, and wait the hour. 
Reſtleſs I follow'd this o>durate maid, 
(Swift are the ſteps that love and anger tread) 
Approach'd her perſon, courted her embrace, 
Renew d my flame, repeated my dig race: 
By turns put on the ſuppliant, and the lord * 


Threaten'd this moment, and the nc xi impicr'd; 


Offer'd again the unaccepted wreath, 

And choice of happy love, or initant death, 
Averſe to all her am'rous king defir'd, 

Far as the might, ſhe decentiy retir'd; 

Aid darting Korn, and forrow from her eves, 

What mans, ſaid the, King Solomon the witc? 
Is uretched body trembles at your pou'r: 

Thus far could ſortune: but ſhe can no more. 

Free to herſelf my potent mind remains; 

Nor ſears the victor's rage. nor feels his chains, 
"Tis ſaid, that thou can'ſt plauſioly diſpute, 

Supreme of ſeers, of angel, man, and brute ; 

Can'lt plead with ſubtile wit and fair diicourſe, 

Of paſſion's fully, and of reafon's force. 

That to the tribes attentive thou canſt ſhow, 


Whence their misfortuncs, or their bleſſings flow, 


That thou in ſcience, as in pow'r art great ; 
And truth and honour on thy edicls wait, 


Where is that knowledge now, that regal thought, 


With juſt advice, and timely counkt frauglit? 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 177 


"Where now, O judge of Ifracl, does it rove ?!—— 

What in one moment doſt thou offer ? love = 

Love? why 'tis joy or ſorrow, peace or ſtrife: 

is all the colour of remaining life : 

And human mis ry mult begin or end, 

As he becomes a tyrant, or a friend. 

Would David's fon, religious, juſt and grave, 

To the firſt bride- bed of the wor!d reccive 1 

A forcigner, a heathen, and a ſluve? 

Or grant, thy paſſion has tli-ic names deſtroy'd ; 

| That love, like death, makes all diſtinction void ; 
Vet in his empiie o'er thy abject breaſt, 

His flames and torments only are expreſt ; 

His rage can in my ſmiles alone relent ; 

And all his joys ſollicit my conſent. | 

Soft love ſpontaneous tree, its parted root 

Muſt from two hearts with equal vigour ſhoot; 

Whilſt each delighted, and delighting gives 

The pleaſing extacy, which each receives: 

| Cheriſh'd with hope, and fed with joy it grows: 1 

| Its chearful buds their op'ning bloom diſcloſe ; 

And round the happy ſoil diffuſive odour flows. 

If angry fate that mutual care denies ; 

The fading plant bewails its due ſupplies : 1 
Wild with deſpair, or ſick with grief, it dies. 1 
By force beaſts act, and are by force reſtrain'd 
The human mind by gentle means is gain'd. 
Thy uſeleſs ſtrength, miſtaken king, employ : 

| Sated with rage, and ignorant of joy, 
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Thou ſhalt not gain what I deny to vicll ; 
Nor reap the harveit, tho? thou ſpoil'ſt the field. 


_ Know Solomon, thy poor extent of ſway; | 


Contract thy brow, and Iſracl ſhall obey : 
Put wiltu! love thou muſt with ſmiles appeaſe ; N 


Approach his awful throne by juſt degrees | 


And if thou uould'ſt be happy, learn to pleaſe. 

Not that thoie arts can here ſuccei>iul prove: | 
For I am deſtiu'd to another's love. 

Beyond the eruel bounds of thy command, 

To my dear cqual in my native land, 

My plighted vow | gave: I his recriv'd 2 

Each ſaoe with truth: with pleaſure each belier'd, 
The mutual contract was to heav'n conxcy d: 

In cqual ſcales and buſy angels weoigh'd 

Its ſolemn force, and clap'd their wings, and ſpread 
The laſting roll, recording what we ſaid. 

Now in my heart bchold thy poniard ſtain'd: 
Take the ſad life which I have long diſdain'd: 
End, in a dying virgin's wretched fate, 

Thy ill ſtarr d paſſion, and my ſtedfaſt hate. 

For long as blood informs theſe circling veins; 

Or flecting breath its lateſt pow'r retains : 

Hear me to Egypt's vengeful gods declare, 

Hate is my part : be thine, O king, deſpair. 

Nou ſtrike, the ſaid, and open'd bare her breaſt; } 
Stand it in Juda's chronicles confeſt, | 

That David's ſon, by impious paſſion mov'd, 

Smote a ſhe-ſlave, and murder'd what he lov'd. 


realt; 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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Aſham'd. confu-'d. I ſtarted from the bed; 


And to my ſoul yet uncollected laid: 
Into thy ſelf, fond Sclomon, return; 
uflect again, and thou again malt mourn. 


| When 1 through number'd years have pleaſure ſought; 


And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught ; 


| To mock my ſenſe, and mortify my pride, 


Tis in another's pow'r, and is deny'd. 
Am La king, great heav'n ! does life or death 
Hang on the wrath, or mercy of my hreath ; 
While knceling 1 my ſervant's ſmiles implore ; 
And one mad dam'ſcl dares diſpute my pow'r ? 
o raviſh her? that thought was ſoon deprefſs'd, 
Which muſt dbaſe the monarch to the beaſt. 
To ſend her back O whither, and to whom? 


| To lands where Solomon mutt never come ; 


To that inſulting rival's happy arms, 

For whom, diſdaining me, the keeps her charms. 
Fantaſtic tyrant of the am'rous heart : 

How hard thy yoke ! how cruel is thy dart ! 

Thoſe ſcape thy anger. who refuſe thy way; 

And thoſe are punilſh'd moſt, who moſt obey. 

S-e Juda's king 1teverc thy greater pow'r: 

What canit thou covet or how triumph more? 

Why then, O Love, with an obduratc car 

Does this proud nymph reject a monarch's pray'r ? 

Why to ſome ſimple ſhepherd does ſhe run, 

From the fond arms of David s fav'tite ſon ? 

Why flies ſhe from the glories of a court, 


| Where wealth aud plcaſu.c may thy reign ſupport, 
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To ſome poor cottage on the mountain's brow, 


Now bleak with winds, and cover'd now with ſnow: 
Where pinching want muſt curb her warm deſires, | 


And houſhold cares ſuppreſs thy genial fires? 
Too aptly the afflifted heathens prove 
The force, while they erect the ſhrines of love. 


His myſtic form the artizans o! Greece 


In wounded (ſtone or molten gold cxpreſs 2 
And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow; 
Faſt in his hand the idol holds his bow: 

A quiver by his fide ſuſtains a ſtore 
Of pointed darts; fad emblems of his pow'r : 


Now to be gone; which now again he bends 
Prone to return. as beſt may ſerve his wanton ends. 
Entirely thus I find the friend pouttray'd, 

Since fuſt alas! I ſaw the beauteous maid : 

I felt him ſtrike; aud now I ſee him fly: 
Curs'd daemon! O! for ever broken lie 

Thoſe fatal ſhafts, by which I inward bleed! 

O! can my wiſhes yet o'ertake thy ſpeed ! 

Tir'd may'ſt thou pant, and hang thy flagging 
| wing : | | 

Except thou turn'ſt thy courſe. reſolv d to bring 
The damſel back, and fave the love-ſick king. 

My ſoul thus ſtruggling in the fatal net, 

Unable to enjoy, or to forget : 

I reaſon'd much, alas! but more I lov'd; 

Sent and recall'd, ordain'd and diſapprov d: 


A pair of wings he has. which he extends 
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Till hopeleſs plung'd in an ab. ſs of g.icf, 
from neceſſity receiv'd relief: 

Time gently aided to aſſuage my rain; 

And wiidom took once more the ſlacken'd rein. 
| But O how ſhort my intcrval of woe ! 

Our griefs how ſwift ; our remedies how flow ! 
Another nymph (for ſo did heav'n ordain, 
To change the manner, but renew the pain) 
Another nymph, among(t the many fair, 
That made my ſofter hours their ſolemn care, 
Before the teſt affefted till to ſtand; 

And watch'd my eye. preventing my command, 
Abra, ſhe ſo was call'd, did ſooneſt haſte 
To grace ny preſence ; Abra went the laſt; 
Abta was ready e'er | call d her name; 

And tho | call'd another, Abta came. 

Her equals firſt ob>ſcrv'd her growing zeal ; 
And laughing gloſs d. that Abra ſerv d fo vell. 
Jo me her actions did unheeded die, 

Or were remark'd but with a common eye ; 

Till more appriz'd of what the rumour ſid, 

More | obſerv'd peculiar in the maid. 

The ſun declin'd had ſhot his weſtern ray; 

| When tir'd with buſineſs of the ſolemn day, 

I purpos'd to unbend the ev'ning hours, 

And banquet private in the women's bou rs. 

| 1 call'd before 1 fat to waſh my hands: 
For ſo the precept of the law commands. 

| Love had ordain'd, that it was Abra's turn 

To mix the ſucets, and miniſter the urn. 
Vor. II. 
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With awful homage, and ſubmiſſive dread 
The maid approach'd, on my declining head 
To pour the oils: the trembled as the pour'd ; 
With an unguarded look the now devour d 
My nearer face : and now recall'd her eye. 
And hcav'd and (t:ove to hide a ſudden ſigh. 
And whence, ſaid l. canſt thou have dicad, or pain! 
What can thy imag'ry of forrow mean? 
Secluded from the world, and all its care, 
Halſt thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear ? 
For ſure, I added, ſure thy little heart 
Ne'er felt Love's anger. ot recciv'd his dart. 
Abaſh'd ſhe bluſh'd, and with diſorder ſpoke: 
Her riſing ſhame adorn'd the words it broke. 
If the great maſtcr will deſcend to hear 
The humble ferics of his hand-maig's care; 
O while ſhe tells it, let him not put on | 
J he look, that awes the nations from the thrones 
0 let not death ſevere in glory lie | 
In the king's frown. and tcrior of his eye. 
Mine to obey: thy part is to ordain: 
And tho' to mentwn. be to tuffer pain; 
Tt the king ſmiles whilſt I my woe recite ; 
If weeping I find ſavour in his fyht ; 
Flo faſt my tcars, full rifing hie delight. 
O! witneſs cv:th tencath, and heav'n above; 
For can i kid: it? 1 am Gck of love: 
I: madnei may he name of paſſion Lear; 
Or love UC d, What is ind Uni; air. 
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Thou ſo-*ceign Po 'r, whoſe ſecret will controuls 
The in \.:rd bent and motion of onr ſouls! 

w it thou plac'd ſuch infinite degrees 

B. cen the cue and cute of my diſcaſr? 
Tem o ject of that raging fire, 

li nen unpity'd Abra mult exgire, 

Hal ne been Hoorn ſome limple ſhepherd's heir, 
The lowing herd, or fl:ccy ſhecp his care; 

At morn with him | or the hills had run, 
 $-1enful of winter's trait, and ſummer's ſun, 
till a. king, where he made his flock to reſt at noon, 
For him at night, the dear expected gueſt, 

I had with ha ty joy prepar'd the feaſt ; 

And from the cottage, o'er the diſtant plain, 
Sent forta my long:ng eye to mcet the ſwain ; 
War. ing, impatient, tf'd by hope and fear; 
Till he and joy together ſhouid appear; 

And the lov'd dog declare his maſter near. 

On my declining neck, and open brraſt. 

I ſhould have lull d the lovely youth to reſt ; 
And from beneath his head, at dawning day, 
With ſofteſt care have ſtoln my arm away; 
Io riſe, and from the fold releaſe the ſucch, 
Fond of his flock, indulgent to his flccp. 

Or if kind heav'n propitious to my flame 
(For ſure from heav'n the faithful ardor came) 
Had bleſt my life, and deck'd my natal hour 
With height of title, and extent of pow'r: 

Without a crime my paſſion had aſpir'd, 
| Found the lov'd prince, and told what I deſir d. 
_— 
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Then I had come, preventing Sheba's queen, 
To ſee the comclieſt of the ſons of men; 
To hear the charming poet's am'rous ſong, 
And gather honey falling from his tongue ; 
Ia take the fragrant kiſſes of his mouth, 
S veeter than breezes of her native ſouth; 
ILikening his grace, his perſon, and his mien 
Jo all that great and beauteous I had ſeen. 
S-renc and bright his eyes, as ſolar beams 
Reflecting temper'd light from cryſtal ſtreams ; 
Ruddy as gold his cheek ; his boſom fair 
As filver; the curl'd ringlets of his hair 
Black as t e raven's wing ; his lip more red, 
Thau eaſtern coral, or the ſcarlet thread; 
Even his teeth, and white like a young flock 
Coeval, newly (torn, from the clear brook 
Recent, and blanching on the ſunny rock. 
Ir'ry with ſapphires interſpers'd, explains 


How unite his hands, how blue the manly veins. 


Columns of poliſh'd marble firmly ſet 

On golden baſes, are his legs and feet. 

His ſtature all majeſtic, all divine, 

Straight as the palm-tree, ſtrong as is the pine, 
Saffron and myrrh are on his garments ſhed : 
And everlaſting ſweets bloom round his head. 
What utter I? where am 1? wretched maid ! 
Die, Abra, die: too plainly haſt thou ſaid 
Thy foul's deſire to meet his high embrace, 
And bleſſings ſtamp'd upon thy future race; 
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To bid attentive nations bleſs thy womb, 


With unborn monarchs charg'd, and Solomons to come, 


Here o'er her ſpeech her flowing eyes prevail, 
0 foolith maid ! and O unhappy tale! 
My ſuff*ring heart for ever ſhall defy 
New wounds, and danger from a ſuture eye, 
O! yet my tortu:'d ſenſes deep retain 
The wretched mem'ry of my former pain, 
The dire affront, and my Egyptian chain. 
As time, I aid. may happily efface 
That cruel ima ge of the king's diſgrace ; 
Imperial reaſon thall reſume her ſeat ; 
And Solomon once fall'n, again be great. 
Betray'd by paſſion, as ſubdu'd in war, 
We wiſely ſhould excrt a double care, 
Nor ever ought a ſccond time to err. 
This Abra then —— 
I ſaw her; 'twas humanity; it gave 
Some retpite to the ſorrows of my thre. 
Her fond exceſs proclaim'd her paſſion true; 
And generous pity to that truth was due, 
Well | intreated her, who well deferv'd ; 
I call'd her often; for ſhe always ſcrv'd. 
Uſe made her perſon caly to my light; 
And caſe inſenſibly produc'd deliglit. 
Whene'er | revel!'d in the women's bow'rs 
(For firſt | ſought her but at looſer hours) 
The apples ſhe had gather'd ſmelt moſt ſwrets 
The cake ſhe kneaded was the ſav ry meat: 
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But fruits their odour loſt, and meats their taſte; 
If gentle Abra had not deck'd the feaſt. 
Diſhonour'd did the ſparkling goblet ſtand : 
Unleſs receiv'd from gentle Abra's hand: 
And when the virgins form'd the ev'ning choir, 
Raiſing their voices to the maſter lyre; 
Too flat I thought this voice, and that too ſhrill ; 
One ſhow'd too mach, and one too little (kill; 
Nor could my foul approve the muſic's tone; 
"Till all was huſh'd, and Abra ſung alone. 
Fairer ſhe ſeem'd, dillinguill'd from the reſt ; 
And better mien diſclos'd, as better dreſt. 
A bright tiara round her forehead ty'd, 
Io juſter bounds confin'd its riſing pride: 
The bluſhing ruby on her ſnowy breaſt, 
Render'd its panting whitencſs more confeſt: 
Bracelets of pearl gave roundneſs to her arm; 
And ev'ry gem augmented ev'ry charm. 
Her ſenſes plcas'd, her beauty ſtill improv'd ; 
And ſhe more lovely grew, as more belov'd. 
And now I cold behold, avow, and blame 
The ſeveral follies of my former flame; 
Willing my heart for recompence to prove 
The certain joys that lie in proſp'rous love. 
For what, faid I, from Abra can | fear, 
Too humble to inſult, too ſoft to be ſevere ? 
The damſel's ſole ambition is to pleaſe; 
With freedom | may like, and quit with caſe: 
She ſooths, but never can enthral my mind: 
Why may not peace and love for once be join'd ? 
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Great heav'n ! how frail thy creature man is made! 
How by himſelf inſenſibly betray'd! 
I our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 
| Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r; 
| And by the blaſt of ſelf-opinion mov'd, 
| We wiſh to charm, and ſeck to be belov'd. 
on pleaſure s flowing brink we idly ſtray, 
Maſters as yet of our returning way : 
| Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind; | 
And give our conduct to the waves and wind: 
Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant ſhade 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl ; 
And ſmiling ſee the nearer waters roll; 
il the ſtrong gults of raging paſſion riſe; 
Till the dire tempeſt mingles earth and ſkies; 
And ſwiit into the boundleſs ocean born, 
Our fooliſh confidence too late we mourn : 
| Round our devoted heads the billows beat; | 
And from our troubl'd view the lefſen'd lands retreat. 
O mighty love! from thy unbounded pow'r 
How thall the human boſom reſt ſecure ? 
How ſhall our thought avoid the various ſnare ? 
| Or wiſdom to our caution'd ſoul declare 
The diff rent ſhapes, thou pleaſeſt to imploy, 
When bent to hurt, and certain to deſtroy ? 
The haughty nymph in open beauty dreſt, 
To day encounters our unguarded breaſt : 
She looks with majeſty, and moves with ſtate: 
Unbent her ſoul, and in misfortune great, 


N, and dares the rage of fate. 2 
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Here whilſt we take ſtern manhood for our guide, 
And guard our conduct with becoming pride; 
Charm'd with the courage in her action ſhown, 
We piaiſe her mind, the image of our own. 

She that can pleaſe, is certuin to perſuades 
To-day belov'd, to morrow is cbcy'd. 

We think we ſce thro' reaſon's optic fight; 

Nor find, how beauty's rays clude our ſight : 
Struck with her eye, whilſt we applaud her mind: 
And when we ſpeak her great, we with her kind. 
To-morrow, crucl pow'r, thou arm'ſt the fair 


Win flowing forrow, and diihevel'd hair; 


Sad her complaint, and humble is her tale, 
Her ſighs explaining where her accents fail. 
Keic gen'rous ſoftueis warms the honelt breaſt: 
We raitc tlie 1ad, and ſuccour the ditircts'd :; 


And whilit our with prepares the kind relief; 


Whilſt pity mitigates her riſing grief: 
We licken ſoon from her contagious care; 
Grieve for her ſorrows, groan for her deſpair; 


And againit love too late thoſe boſoms arm, 


Which tears can ſoften, and which ſighs can warm, 
Againſt this neareſt crucleſt of foes, 


What thall wit meditate, or force oppoſe ? 


Whence, fceble nature, ſhall we ſummon aid; 


If by our pity, and our pride betray'd ? 


External remedy ſhall we hope to find, 


When the cloſe fiend has gain d our treach'rous mind; | 


Inſulting there does reaſon's pow'r d-ride; 


And blind bimſclf, conduct, the Juzzl'd guide? 
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My conqueror, now, my lovely Abra held 


My freedom in her chains; my heart was fill'd 


With her. with her alone: in her alone 

It ſought its peace and joy, while ſhe was gone, 

It ſigh'd, and griev d impatient of her ſtay; 

R:tuin'd, ſhe chas'd thoſe ſighs, that grief away: 

Her abſence made the night: her preſence brought 
the day. 

The ball, the play, the maſk by turns ſucceed, 
For her I make the ſong, the dance with her 1 lead. 
court her various in each ſhape and dreſs, 

That luxury may form, or thought expreſs. 

To-day beneath the palm-trce on the plains 
In Deborah's arms and habit Abra reigns; 
The wreath denoting conqueſt guides her brow 3 
And low, like Barak, at her feet I bow. 

The mimic chorus ſings her proſp'rous hand; 

As ſhe had ſlain the foe, and ſav'd the land. 
To-morrow ſhe approves a ſofter air; 

Forſakes the pomp and pageantry of war ; 

The form of peaceful Abigail aſſumes; 

And from the village with the preſent comes 2 

The youthful band depoſe their glittering arms; 

Reccive her bounties and recite her charms ; 

Whilſt I aſſume my father's ſtep and mien, 


| To meet with due regard my future queen. 


If hap'ly Abra's will be now inclin'd 
To range the. woods, or chace the flying hind 2 


Soon as the ſun awakes, the ſprightly court 
Leave their repoſe, and haſten to the ſport. 
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In leſſen'd royalty, and humble itate, 

Thy king Jeruſalem, deicc: us to wait 

Jill Abra comes. ſhe comes, a milk white ſteed, 
Mixture of Perſia's, and Arabia's breed, 


duſtains the nymph : her garments fly ing looſe, 


(As the Sidonian maids or 1hiacian uic) 
And half her knee, and half her bicaſt appear, 
By art, like negligence, diiclos'd, and bare. 


Her leit hand guides the hunting courſer's flight: 


A ſilver bow the carries in her right: 
And from the golden quiver at her fide, 
Ruſtles the cbon arrow's fcather'd pride. 
Sapphires and diamonds on her tront ditplay 
An artificial moon's incicaſing rey, | 
Diana. huntreſs, miſtreſs of the groves, 

The fav'rite Abra ſpeaks, and looks and mores. 
Her, as the preſent goddeſs, I obey : 
Beneath her feet the captive game I lay. 
The mingl'd chorus ſings Diana's fame : 
Clarions and horns in louder pcals proclaim 
Her myſtic praiſe : the vocal triumphs bound 
Againſt the hills: the hills reflect the ſound. 
If tir'd this evening with the hunted woods, 
To the large fiſh-pools, or the glaſſy floods 
Her mind to morrow points : a thouſand hands 
To night employ'd, obcy the king's commands. 
Upon the wat'ry beach an artful pile 
Of Planks is join'd, and forms a moving iſle. 
A golden chariot in the midſt is fct ; + 

And ſilver cygnets ſeem to feel its weight. 
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Abra. bright queen, aſcends her gaudy throne, 


| I iemolance of the Cret ian Venus known * 
Tcitons and fea green Natads round her move; 


And ſing in moving ttrains the force of love: 
Whilſt as th' approaching pageant does appear ; 
And echoing crouds ſpeak mighty Venus near ; 
I. her ado cr, too devoutly ſtand 

Faſt on the outmoit margin of the land. 

Wich arms and hopes xtended, to receive 

The fancy d goddets ring from the wave. 

0 ſubject reaſon ! O imperious love! 

Whither yet turther would my folly rove ? 

le it :nough, that Aba thould be great 

la the wali'd palace. or the rural ſeat ? 

Tnat maſking habits, and a borrowed name 
Contrive to hide my plenitude of thame ? 

No, no: Jer uſalem combin'd muſt ſee 

My open fault, and regal intamy. 


dolemn a month is dettin d for the feaſt 2 
Abia invites the nation is the gueſt. 
To have the honour of cach day tuttain'd, 
| The woods are travers'd, and the lakes a- e drain'd ; 
| Arabia's wilds, and Egypt's, are <xplor'd ; 
The edible creation decks the board : 


Hardly the phenix *fcape . 


The men thor lyres the maids their voices raiſe, 


To ſing my happineſs, and Abra's prait« ; 
And laviſh bards our mutu4l love. e: fe 


| la lyiug ſtrains, and 1gnummnous veiic 3 
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While from the banquet leading forth the bride, 
Whom piudent love frum public eycs ſhould hide; 
I (how her to the world, confeſs'd and known 
Queen of my heart, and partner of my throne. 

And now her friends and flatt 'rers fill the court: 
From Dan, and from Beerſheba they reſort ; 
They barter places, and diſpoſe of grants, 

Whole provinces unequal to their wants. 

They teach her to tecede, or to debate; 

With tays of love to mix affairs of ſtate; 

By pradtis'd rules ber empire to ſecure; 

And in my pleaſure make my ruin ſure. 

They gave, and ſhe transfer'd the curs'd advice 

That monarchs ſhould their inu ad ſoul diſguiſe, 

Diſſemble and command, be falſe and wiſe ; 

By ignominiou, arts for ſervile ends 

Should compliment their foes, and ſhun their friends. 

And now | leave the true and juſt ſupports 

Of legal princes, and of honeſt courts, 

- Barzillai's, and the fierce Benaiah's heirs; 

Whoſe ſires. great partners in my father's cares. 

Salut d their young king at Hebron crown'd, 

Gicat by their toil, and glorious by their wound, 

And now, unhappy council. I prefer : 

Thoſe whom my ſollies only made me fear, 

Old Corah's brood and t.unting Shemci's race; 

Miſcreaats who ow'd thcir lives to David's grace; 

Tho' they had ipurn d his rule, and curs d him to 
dais hace, 


ei 
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Still Abra's pow'r, my ſcandal ſtill enereas d; 
Juſtice ſubmitted to what Abra pleas'd: 
Hec will alone could ſett e or revoke; 
And law was fix d by what ſhc lateſt ſpoke. 
Iſrael neglected. Abra was my care: 
I only acted, thought, and liv'd for her. 
I durſt not reaſon with my wounded heart. 
Abra poſſeſs d; ſhe was its better part. 
O! had I now review'd the famous cauſe, 
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Which gave my righteous youth fo juſt applauſe; 


In vain on the dilſcmbl'd mother's tongue 
Had cuuning art, and fly perſuaſion hung; 
And rea: care in vain. and native love 
In the true parent's panting breaſt had ſtrove ; 
While both deceiv'd had ſcen the deſtin'd child 
Or ſlain, or fav'd, as Abra frown'd, or ſmil'd. 
Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 
A life-leſs king, a royal ſhide I lay. 
Unhear'd the injur'd orphans now complain: 
The widow's cries addreſs the throne in vain, 
Cauſes unjudg d diigrace the loaded file; 
And ſlecping laws the king's neglect revile. 
No more the elders throng'd around my throne, 
To hear my maxims, and reform their own. 
No more the young nobility were taught, 
How Moſes zovern'd and how David fought. 
Looſe and undiſciplin'd the foldier lay; 
Or loſt in drink and game the ſolid day: 
Porches and ſchools, deſign'd for public good, 
Uncover'd and with ſeaffolds cumber'd ſtood, 
Vo, H. R 
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Or noded, threatning ruin 
Half pillars wantcd their expeAcd height; 
And roofs imperſect prejudic'd the fight. 
The artiſts gric ve; the lab'ring people dioop: 
My father's legacy. my cœuntty's hope, | 
Gud's temple lies unfiniſt'c nn— 

The wiſe and grave deplor'd their monarch's ſate. 
And future miſchie ſs of a ſinking ſtate. 
Is this the ſcrious ſaid. is this the man, 
V hoſe active foul thro' ev'ry ſcience ran? 
V ho by juſt rule and elevated ſkill 
P:efcrib'd the dubious bounds ot good and ill? 
Whoſe golden ſay ings, and immortal wit, 
Cn large Phy lecterics cxpieſlive wiit, 
Mere to the forchend of the Rablins ty'd, 
Our youth's jnſtruction, and our age's pride? 
Could not the wiſe his wild defires reſtrain ? 
Then was our hcaring, and his preaching vain! 
What from his life and letters were we taught, 
ut that his know ledge aggravates his fault? 

in lighter mood the humorous and the gay 
(As crown'd with roſes at their feaſts they lay) 
Sent the full goblet, charg'd with Abra s name, 

Ard charms ſuperior to their waſter's fame: 

| Lavghing fome praiſe the king, ul le: 'em ſce, 
Ilow aptly luxe, ard empire might agree: 
Some g d, how love and wiſdom were at ſtiife; 
Aud bio u.: .: pioxetbs to confront my li. e. 
Fiu ever, 4 1d, here's to the *. S one cries? 
1c Fin lo va: the King, tic uwnd icplles. 
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The king, . ies, and for wiſclom's curſe, 
To Abra vice could {, or thou do ute? 
Our looter lives let chene or folly ſteer: 
If thus the pradent ar deten min'd err. 
Let Dinah bind wit 4 flow re her flowing hairs 
And touen the lots, an wund the wanton air? 
Let us the bis „hont the ſting receive, 
Free. as we will, or to enjoy. or ave. 
Pleaſa:ics on leit, 's bath {urface flaws 
Thought brings the weieht, that firks the foal to woe. 
Now be this mixi.n to the king conver'd, 
And added to the thouſand he has made, 
Sadlv, O reaton, is thy pow'r exoreſs'd, 
Thou gioomy tyrant of the frighted brealt ! 
And harth the rules, which we from thee receive; 
If for our wiſdom we our pleaſute give; 
And more to think be only more to give. 
If Judah's king at thy trivun il try'd, 
Forſakes his joy, to vindicate his pri.!- ; 
And changing ſorrows, I am only found ſhon.:d, 
Loos'd from the chains of love, in thine more ttricily 
But do I call thee I'yrant, or complain, 
How hard thy laws, how abtolutc thy reign ? 
While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 
To no two men, who e'er dilcours'd, the fume; 
The idle product of a troubled thought, 
In borrow'd ſhapes, and airy colours wroug'it; 
A fancy'd line, and a reflected ſhade; 
A chain which man to fetter man has made, 
By artifice impos'd, by fear obcy'd, 
| MB 
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Yet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing, 
V hence ever | thy cruel eſſence bring, 
IT own thy influence; for l feel thy ſting. 
Reluctant I perceive thee in my foul, 


Form'd to command, and deſtin'd to controul. 


Yes; thy inſulting dictates ſhall be heard: 
Virtue for once {hal} be her own reward; 
Y.s; rebel Ifracl, this unhappy maid 


Shall be diſmiſs'd the crowd ſhall be obey'd: 


The king his paſſion. and his rule ſhall leave, 
No longer Abra's, but the people's flare. 
My coward ſoul ſhall bear its wayward fate: 
I will, alas! be wretched, to be great, 
And ſigh in royalty, and gricie in ſtate. 
I faid: refolv'd to plunge into my giief 
At once ſo far, as to cxpett relief 
From my deſpair alone 
I choſe to write the thing 1 durſt not ſpeak, 
To her I lov'd. to her 1 muſt forſake, 
The harſt.epiſtle labour d much to prove, 
How inconſiſtent majeſty, and love. 
1 always ſhould. it ſaid, eſteem her well; 
But never ſec her more: it bid her feel 
No future pain for me; but inſtant wed 
A lover more proportion'd to her bed; 
And quict dedicate her remnant life 
To the juſt duties of an humble wife. 

She read; and forth to me ſhe wildly ran, 
To me, the caſe of all her former pain. 
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She knecl'd, intreated, ſtruggl d, threaten'd, ery'd, 
And with alternate paſſion liv'd, and dy d: 
Till now deny'd the liberty to mourn, 
And by rude ſury from my preſence torn, 
This only object of my real cate, 
Cut off from hope, abandon'd to dc{2ir, 
In ſome few polting fatal hours is hurl'd ſwerld, 
From wealth, from pow'r, from love, and from the 
Here tell me, if thou dar'ſt. my conſcious foul, 
What diil*rent frrows did within me ro!l ? 
What pangs, what fres, what racks didſt thou {uſtain ? 
What fad viciſſitudes of ſmarting pain? 
How oft from pomp and ſtate did 1 remove, 
To feed deſpair, and cheiith hopclets love? 
How oft, all day, recall'd I Abra's charms, 
Her beautics prey, and panting in my aims? 
How oft, with ichs, view'd ev'ry female face, 
Where mimic fancy might her likenefs trace? 
low oft deur'd to fly trom {tals throne, 
And live in thades with her and love alone ? 
How oft, ail night, purſu'd her in my dreams, 
Oer flow'ry vallics, and thro' crylial ſtreams ; 
And waking, view'd with grief the rifing fun, 
And fondly monrn'd the dear deluſtion gone? 
When thus the githier'd forms of wretche'l love, 
In my ſwoin boſon, wit long war had ttrove; 
At length they broke their bounds: at lengtl . their force 
Bore Gown whatever m<t its ſtronger coe: 


Laid all the civil bonds of mankond watllcs 
And ſcatter'd ruin, 45 the torrent pal. 
83 
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The congregated ſnow, and ſwelling rain ; 

Till the full ſtores their ancient bounds diſdain ; 

Precipitate the furious torrent flows: 

In vain would ſpeed avoid, or ſtrength oppoſe : 

Towns, foretts, herds, and men promiſcuous 

drown'd, | 

With one great death deform the dreary ground: 

The echo'd woes from diſtant rocks retound. 

And now, what impious ways my wiſhes took; 

How they the monarch, and the man forſook ; 

And how I follow'd an abandon'd will, 

Thro' crooked paths, and fad retreats of ill; 

How judah's daughter's now, now foicign ſlaves, 

By turns my proſtitutcd bed receives: 

Thro' tribes of women how I looſely rang'd 

Impatient ; lik'd to- night, to-morrow charg'd ; 

And by the inſtinct of capricious hiſt, 

Enjoy'd, diſdain'd, was gratcful, or unjuſt : 

O, be theſe ſcenes from human eycs conceal'd, 

In clouds of decent ſilence jultly vcil' d! 

O, be the wanton images convey'd 

To black oblivion, and eternal thade ! 

Or let their ſad epitume alone, 

And outward lines to future age be known, 

Enough to propagate the ſure bclicf, 

That vice engenders ſhame; and folly broods o'er ericf. 
Bury'd in ſloth, and Joſt in caſe I lay: 

Thc night I revell'd; and I fler t the day. 


So from the hills, whoſe hollow caves contain 
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Now heaps of fewel damp'd my kindling fires ; 
And daily change extinguith'd young deſires, 
By its own force deſtory'd, fruition ceas'd ; 
And always weary'd, I was never pleas'd. 
| No longer now does my neglected mind 
| Its wonted ſtores, and old ideas find. 
Fix d judgment there no longer does abide, 
Io take the true, to ſet the falſe aſide, 
| | No longer docs ſwift mem'ry trace the cells, 
| Where ſpringing wit, or young invention dwells, 
Frequent debauch to habitude prevails : 
Patience of toil, and love of virtue fails. 
By ſad degrees impair'd my vigor dies 
Till I command no longer ev'n in vice. 

The women on my d rage built their ſway: 
They ak; I grant: they tlireaten ; I obey. 
| In regal garments now I gra cly ſtride. 
Aw'd by the Perſian dam{l's haughty pride. 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance, and ſing, 
ln robes tuck'd up, opprobrious to the king. 

Charm'd by their eyes, their manners I acquire, 
And thape my fooliihneſs to their deſire. 
Sedus d and aw'd by the Piihitine dame, 
At Dazon's ihrine I Kindle impious flame. 
With the Chaldean's charms her rites prevail; 
And curling frankincenſe aſcends to Baal. 
f. | To each new harlot I new altars dreſs ; 
And ſerve her god, whoſe perſon I careſs. 
Where, my dcluded ſenſe, was reafon flown ? 
| Where the high majeſty of David's throne ? 
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Where all the maxims of ctemnal truth, 

With which the living Cod infora'd ny ©; out, ? 
When with the lewd E2iptienl adore 

Vain idols, dcitics that nc'er bcfore 

In Iſracl's land had fx'd ther dire abodes, 
Beailtly divinitics, and droves of gods: 

Oſiris, Apis, pow'rs that chew mne call, 

And dog Anubis, flatt'rer tf; us tocd 

Wen in the woody hill's fortädden ade 

1 carv'd the marble, and inv k'd its z: 
Wien in the fens to tnakes and Hias, will 241 
Unuorti.y human thought, I pioitiate ic; 
To tri): and plants my vile devotion p; 
Ad 1ct the bearded lerk, to which I prav'd 
Ven to z. l beings facted rites wire ga; 


Fu got the Arliter ot cath and har n. 


Ino tht ad thades, this chaos in my ſcul, 


Same feds of light at length began to 14, 


Ine riting motion of an infant ray 


Suat 2iima'rine thro” the cloud. and promis'd day. 


And row orc n. oment alle to rift, 

I {and the king abandon d to rwozhct, 

Seen v.itnout awe, and for d al out roipeet, 
1 found my zubiects amicably join, 

To leſſen their defects by ting mine. 

The priicit with pity pray d for Dartid's race; 
And left his text, to dacll on my difcrae. 
The father, whilft be warn'd Eis criing ton, 
The ſad examples which te on 2!:2 to man, 
Dciil'd, and Qt: nam'd nu STINT I 
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Tich bard, each fire did to his pupil ung, 
A a ile child beter tin a foviith King, 
Ilato my ſelt ay reaſons cye Il tun d: 
And 2s 1 much reflected, much I mown'd. 
A mighty king I am, an carthly god; 
Nations obey my word, and wait my ned, 
| raife or link, imp ton or ict tire; 
And life or leat iu depends on my dcctee. 
Fond the idea, and the thought is vain : 
Oer judah's King ten thoutand tyrants rei;ng 
Legions of luſt and various pow'rs of 1il 
Intult the maſter's tributary will: 
And he, from whom the nations ſhould receive 
Jaſtice and freedom, lies himiclf a ſlave, 
| Tortur'd by crucl change of «ild dcſircs, 
Laſh'd by mad rage, and ſcorch'd by brutal fires. 
O rcaſun! once again to thee | call: 
Acrept my ſorrow, and retrieve my fall. 
Wiſdom, thou ſay it, from heaven receiv'd her birth; 
Her beams tranſmitted to the ſubject carth. 
Yet this great empreſs of the human ſoul 
Does only with imazin'd pow'r contioul ; 
If reſtleſs paſſion by rebellious ſway 
Compels the weak uſurper to obcy. 
0 trou\l-d, weak, and coward as thou art! 
Without thy poor ade ic the lab'ring heart 
| To worſe extremes with ſwiftcr ſteps would run, 
| Nt ſar'd by virtue, yet by vice undone. 
Oft hare I ſaid; the praiſe of doing well 
Is tothe car, as ointment to the ſacil. 
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Now ii ſome fies perchance, hon ever ſeal, 
Into the alahaſter un thovia tali; 


The odouts of the ſweets incios'd, woutd die; 


And ſtænch corrupt (1d charge!) thei pace Topply, 


d thc katt taults it mix'd withefaircit aed, 
O: future ill become the tatal cd: 
Into tic balm of pure t Virtuc cut. 
Anno zl ite with one contagious | lift, 

Loft d omon] puriuc this therght no more: 
Of thy paſt crrors iccollect the ore: 
And went weep, that vhile the deatheeſs muſe 
Shall ſing the juit , (hall o'er ti.cir herd difivie 
Periures with laviſh taud;: fic ih- proc laim 
Thy ctimcs alone; and to thy cvil tame 


Impartial fcatter damps and poiſons on thy name. 


Awaking there fore, as who long had drcam'd, 
Much of my women, and their gods atham'd, 
From this abyſs of cxemplary vice 
Reſolv'd, as time might aid my thought, to riſe ; 
Again I bid the mouratul goddeſs write 
The fond purſuit of fugitive delight: 

Bid her exalt her melancholy wing, 

And rais'd from earth, and fav'd from paſſion ſing 
Of human hope by crois event deſtioy'd. 

Of uſeleſs wealth, and greati.<1s unenjoy d. 

Of luſt and love, with their {untuftic train, 


Their withes, ſmiles, and loc!.s deceitful, all in can. 


| 


1 


— 


Or 
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TRE ARGUMENT: 


SoLowox conſiders min through the ſcreral ſtages 


and conditions of life; and concludes in general ti. t 
we arc all miicrable. He reflects more particulariy 
upon the trou le and uncertainty of greutneſe and 
power; gives ſome inſtinces thereof from Adam 
down to himſclt; and tl concludes that all is vas 
xiry Hercatons again upon life, drath, and a fu- 


ture being: finds human witdom too imperfett to 


reſolve his dou'rts; has recourſe to reli ion: is in- 


formed by an angel. what ihall happen to himiclf, 


his family, and his kingdom, till the redemption of 
liracl: and, upon the whole, 1: 1otves to ſub mic his 
enquities and anxictics to tix il. of his Cicator. 


TEXTS chief, alluded to in this 
3 O O K. 


Or ever the ſilver cord he loo d or the golden howl be 


broken, or the piicher be broken at the fountain, or 
the whecl broken at the citteen. Eccicitailtes chap. 
XII. ver. 6. 


he ſun arilrzth, and the fun gocth down, and haſteth 


to his place here ne aroſc. Eccl. fiaſtes, chap 1. 
ver. 5. 


Texts chiefly alluded to in this Poor. 


The wind goeth toward the ſouth, and turneth about 
unto the noith It whirleth about continnally; and 
the wind 1cturneth again, accorging to his circuits, 
ver. 6. 

All the rivers run into the ſea, yet the ſea is not full, 
Unto the place tom whence the rivers come, thi- 
ther they re: win again ver 7. 


Then ſhall the duit return to the earth, as it was: and 


the ſpirit ſhall retu:n unto God who gave it. Eccle- 
ſialtes, chap XII. ver. 7. 
Now u ben Solomon had made an end of praying, the 
fire came down from hcaven, and conſumed the 
burnt - oſſci ing and the ſacrifices ; and the glory of 
the Lord filled the houſe. II Chronicles, chap. VII. 
ver 1. | 
Buy the rivers of Babylon, there we ſat down ; yea we 
wept, when we remembeicd Sion, &c. Phaln 
CXXXVII ver I. 


I faid of laughter, it is wats aw of mirth, what doth | 


L 


it ? Eccleſiaſtes, chap. II. ver. 2. 

1 man can find out the work that God mak-th, from 
the beginning to the end. Eccletiultes, cup. Ill. 
ver. II | 

Whatſoever God doeth, it ſhall be for ever voti ing ca 
be put to it, nor any thing takea on it. and Gol 
doeth it, that men ſhould fear before him. ver 14 


Let us hear the concluſion of the whole matter; fer 
God, and keep his commandments, lor this is the 
whole duty of wau. Eccleſiaſtes, chap. X11, ver. 13 
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OME then, my ſoul: 1 call thee by that name, 
Thou buſy thing, from whence I know lam: 
For knowing that I am, I know thou art; 
Since that muſt needs exiſt, which can impart. 
But how thou cam'ſt to be, or whence thy ſpring: 
For various of thee prieſts and poets ſing. 
Hear'ſt thou ſubmiſſive, but a lowly birth, 
Some ſep'rate particles of finer earth, 
A plain eſſect which nature muſt beget, 
As motion orders, and as atoms meet; 
Companion of the body's good or ill; 
From force of inſtinct more than choice of will; 
Conſcious of fear or valour, joy or pain, 
As the wild courſes of the blood ordain ; 


| Who as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 


In youth doſt flouriſh and with age ſhalt fait ; 
'Till mingled with thy part'ner's lateſt breath 


| Thou fly'ſt difſolv'd in air, and loſt in death. 


Or if thy great exiſtence would aſpire 
To cauſes more ſublime: of heav'nly fire 
Wer't thou a ſpark ſtruck off, a ſcp'rate ray, 
Ordain'd to mingle with terreſtrial clay ; 
Vol. II. 8 
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With it condemn'd for certain years to dwell, 
To grieve its frailties, and its pains to feel; 
To teach it good and ill, diſgrace or fame; 

Pale it with rage, or redden it with ſhame : 
To guide its actions with intorming care, 
In peace to judge, to conquer in the var; 
Render it agile, witty, valiant. ſage, 
As fits the various courſe of human age; 
*Till as the earthly part decays and falls, 
The captive breaks her priſon's mould'ring walls: 
Hovers a while upon the ſad remains, 
Which now the pile, or ſepulchre contains ; 
And thence with liberty unbounded flies, 
Impatient to regain her native ſkies. 

 Whate'er thou art, whete'er ortdain'd to go 
(Points which we rather may diſpute, than know) 
Come on, thou little inmate of this breaſt, 
Which for thy ſake from paſſions I diveſt : 
For theſe, thou ſay'ſt, raiſe all the ſtormy ſtrife, 
Which hinder thy repoſe. and trouble life. 
Be the fair level of thy actions laid, 
As temp'rance wills, and prudence may perſuade: 
Be thy affections undiſturb'd and car, 
Guided to what may great or good appear; 
An try if life be worth the liver's care. 
Amaſs'd in man there juſtly is beheld | 
What thro' the whole creation has exccll'd: 
The life and growth of plants, of bcaſts the ſenſe, 
The angc!'. forecaſt aud intelligence: 


„ OOSTPRErRs WES © 3 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


Say from theſe glorious 1weds, what harveſt flows: 
| Recount. our bleſſiags, and compare our wots, 


In its true light It cle rett reaton tte 

The man dragg d out to act, and forc'd to be; 
Helplcts and naked on a woman's knees 

To be expos'd or rear'd as the may pleaſe; 
Fl her neele, and pine from her ditcate. 
His tender eye ly too direct a ray 
Wounded. and flying from unpractis'd day; 
His heart atfaulted by invading air, 

And beating fervent to the vital war; 

To his young ſenſe how various forms appear; 
That ſtrike his wonder, and excite his feat? 
By his dittortions he reveals his pains ; 

He by his tears, and by his ſighs complains; 
"Till time and uſt aſſiſt the infant wretch, 
Buy broken words, and rudiments of ſpeech, 
His wants in plainer characters to ſhow, 
And paint more perfect figures of his woc, 
Condemn'd to ſacrifice his childiſh years 
To babbling ignorance, and to empty fears; 
To paſs the riper pe. iod of his age, 

Acting his part upon a croudcd (tage; 

To laſting toils expos d. and endleſs cares, 
To open dangers, and to fecret ſnares ; 

To malice which the vengeful foe intends, 


And the more «anger ous love of ſeeming friends. 


His deeds cxam:n'd by the people's wi 1 
Prone to forget the good, and blame the ill: 
| 8 2 
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Or ſadly cenſur'd in their curs'd debate, \ 
Who in the ſcorner's, or the judge's ſeat 
Dare to condemn the virtue which they hate. } 


Or would he rather leave this frantic ſcene ; 

And trees and bealts prefer to courts and men? 

In the remoteſt wood and lonely grott 

Certain to meet that worſt of evils, thought; | 

Diff*'rent ideas to his mem'ry brought: } 

Some intricate, as are the pathleſs woods; 

Impetuous ſome, as the deſccnding floods: 

With anxious doubts, with raging paſſions torn, 

No ſu eet companions near, with whom to mourn; 

He hears the echoing rock return his ſighs; 

And from himſelf the frighted hermit flies. 
Thus, thro' what path ſoe er of life we rove, 

Rage companies cur hate, and grief our love; 

Vex'd with the preſent moment's heavy gloom, 

Why ſeek we brightneſs from the years to come? 

Diſturb'd and broken like a ſick man's ſleep, 

Our troubled thoughts to diſtant proſpects leap : 

Deſirous ſtill what flies us to o'ertake: 

For hope is but the dream of thoſe that wake: 

But looking back, we ſee the dreadful train 

Of woes, anew which were we to ſuſtain, 

We ſhould refuſe to tread the path again. 

Still adding grief, ſtill counting from the firſt ; 

Judging the lateſt evils ſtil] the worſt ; 

And ſadly finding each progreſſive hour | 

Heighten their number, and augment their pow'r: 
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Till by one countleſs ſum of woes oppreſt, 
Hoary with cares, and ignorant of ici], 
We find the vital ſprings relax'd and worn 2 
Compell'd our common 1mpotence to mourn, 
Thus, thro the round of age, to childhood wo re— 
e turn; 0 
Reflecting find, that naked from the womb 
We yeſterday came forth thit in the tomb 
Naked again we mult to-morrow lie, 
Born to lament, to labour, and to die 
Pa(s we the ills, which each man cls or dreads, 
The weight or fall'n, or hanging o'er our heads; 
The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain, 
The ſheepfold ſcatter'd, and the ſhepheri ſlain; 
The frequent errors of the pathleſs wood, | 
The giddy precipice, and the dang'rous flood: 
The noifome peſt'lence, that iu open war 
Terrible, marches thro the mid-day air, 
And ſcatters death ; the arrow that by nieht 
Cuts the dank mitt, and fital wings irs tight; 
The billowiag ſnow, und violence of the Nww'r, 
That from the hills diſperſe their dre dful ſtore, 
And o'er the vales collected ruin pour: 
The worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, fad gnct, 
Canker or locuſt hurtful to infeſt | 
The blade; while huiks clade the tillr's care ; 
And eminence of want dliitiagu'ihes the ver, 

Paſs we the flow diſcaſe, and subtle pain, 
Which our weak frame is deſtin'd to ſultain: 

83 


210 POEMS 0 


The cruel ſtone, with congregated war 
Tearing his bloody way ; the cold catarrh, 
With frequent impulſe, and continu'd ſtrife, 
Weak'ning the waſted ſeats of irkſome life; 
The gout's fierce rack, the burning fever's rage, 
The fad experience of decay; and age, 
Herſelf the ſoreſt ill; while death, and eaſe, 
Oft and in vain invok'd, or to appeaſe, 
Or end the gricf, with haſty wings recede 
From the vext patient. and the ſickly bed. 
Nought ſhall it profit, that the charming fais 
Angelic, ſofteſt work of heav'na, draws near 
To the cold ſhaking paralytic hand, 
Senſcleſs of beauty's touch, or love's command, 
Nor longer apt, or able to fulfill 
The dictates of its feeble maſter's will. 
Nought ſhall the pſaltry, and the harp avail, 
The pleaſing ſong, or well-repeatcd tale; 


When the quick ſpirits their warm march forbcar; 


And numbing coldneſs has unbrac'd the car. 
The verdant riſing of the flow'ry hill, 
The vale enamell'd, and the cryſtal rill, 
The ocean rolling, and the ſhelly ſhore, 
Beautiful objects, ſhall delight no more; 
When the lax'd ſincws of the weakn'd eye 
In wat'ry damps, or dim ſuffuſion lie. 
Day follows night; the clouds return again 
After the falling of the latter rain: 
But to the aged blind ſhall ne'er return 
Grateful viciſſitude: he ſtill muſt mourn 
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The ſun, and moan, and ev'ry ſtarry light 
Eclips'd to him, and lolt in everlaſting night. 

Behold whcre age's wretched victim lies: 

See his head trembling, and his half-clofs'd eyes: 
Frequent for breath his panting boſom heaves : 
To broken ſleeps his remnant ſenſe he gives: 
And only by his pains, awaking finds he lives, 

Loos'd by devouring time the filver cord 
Diſſcver'd lies: unhonour'd from the board 
The cryſtal urn, when broken, is thrown by ; 
And apter utenſils their place ſupply. 
| Theſe things and thou mult ſhare one equal lot; 
Die, and be loſt, corrupt and be forgot; 

While ſtill another, and another race 

Shall now ſupply, and now give up the place. 
From earth all came, to earth mutt all return; 
Frail a+ the cord and brittle as the urn. 

But be the terror of theſe ills ſuppreſs'd : 
And view we man with health and vigour bleſt. 
Home he returns with the declining ſun, 

His deſtin'd taſk of labour hardly done; 

Goes forth again with the aſcending ray, 
Again his travel for his bread to pay, 

And find the ill ſufficient to the day. 

Hap'ly at night he does with horror ſhun 

A widow'd daughter, or a dying ſon : 

His neigbour's offspring he to morrow ſees ; 
And doubly feels his want in their increaſe ; 
The next day, and the next he muſt attend 
His foc triumphant, or his buried friend. 
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In every act and and turn of life he feels 

Public calamitics, or houſhoald ills ; 

The due reward to juſt deſert refus'd: 

The truſt betray'd, the nuptial bed abus'd: 

The judge corrupt, the long depending cauſe, 

And doubtful itlue of miſconſtru'd laws, 

The crafty turns of a dithonett late. 

And violent will of the wrong doing great ; 

The venom'd tongue injurious to his fame, 

Which nor can witdom ſhun, nor fair advice reclaim, 
Eſtcem we theſe, my triends event aud chance, 

Produc'd as atoms from their flutt ring dance? 

Or higher vet their cilence may ue draw 

From d.ltin'd order, ani eternal law? 

Aguin, my mute, the cracl doubt repeat ; 

Spring they, I tay, from accident, or late? 

Yet ſuch, we find, they are, as can controul 

The 1ervile actions of our way'ring ſoul; 

Can fright, can alter, or can chain the will 

Their ilis all built on lite, that fund.mental ill. 
O fatal icarch! in which the lab zing mind, 

Still picts'd with weight of woe, fill hupes to find 

A ſhadow of delizht, a dream of peace, 

From years of pain, one moment of relcaſe; 

Hoping at leaſt the may herſelf deceive, 

Againlt experience willing to believe, 

Deſirous to rejoice, condemn'd to grieve. 
Happy the mortal man, who now at laſt 

Has thro' this doleful vale of mis'ry palit; 
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| Who to his d:Min'd ſtage has carry'd on 

The tedious load, and laid his burden down ; 
Whom the cut braſs, or wounded marbic ſhows 
victor o'er lite, and all her train of wors. 

He happier yet, who priviledg'd by fate 


| | To ſhorter labour, and a lighter weight, 


| Receiv'd but yeſterday the gift of breath, 

Order'd to-morrow to return to death. 

| But O ! beyond deſcription happict he, 

Who nt cr muſt roll on life's tumultuous fea ; 
ho with bleſt freedom from the gen'tal doom 

Ex:mpt, muſt never force the terming womb, 

Nor ſee the ſun, nor ſink into the tomb. 
Who breathes, mult ſufier; and who thinks, muſt. 

mourn; _ | 1 

And he alone was bleſſed, who ne'er was born. 
© Y:t in thy turn, thou frowning preacher, hear: 

« Are not theſe general maxims too ſevere ? 

* Say: cannot pow'r ſecure its owner's bliſs ? 

And is not wealth the potent fire of peace ? 

% Arc victors bleſs'd with fame, or kings with caſe? 
tell thee, lite is but one common care; 

And man was born to ſuffer, and to fear. 
© But is no rank, no ſtation, no degree 

« From this contagious taint of ſorrow free?“ 
None, mortal, none: yet in a bolder ſtrain 

Let me this melancholy truth maintain: 

But hence, ye worldly, and prophane, retire: 

For I adapt my voice, and raile my lyre 
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To notions not by vulgar car recht d: 


Yet ſtill mult covet lite, and be decciv d: March 
Your very tear of death ſhall make ye try His lee 
To catch tlie hade of im mortality; h * 
Wichiag on earth to linger, and to fave 75 bli 
Part of its prey from the dcrouring grave; kin 
To thoſe who may fſurvire ye, to bequcath bear 0 
Something entire, in ſpite of time and death; | mt 
A fancy'd kind of being to retrieve, | *rngs 
And in a book, or from a building live. ſhe © 
Falſe hope! vain labour! let ſome ages fr: Ve) 
The dome ſhall muulder, and the volume die: {hou 
 Frretches, ſtill taught, ſtill wil! you think it ſtrange, That 
That all the parts of thi; greit fabric change; ae D 
Quit their old ſtation, and primacval frame; * 


And loſe their ſhape, tlicir eſſence, and their name? bat 


Reduce the ſong : our hopes, our joys are vain: Ihe f 
Our lot is ſorrow; and our portion pain NG 
What pauſe from woe, what hopes of comfort bring Up 


The name of wiſe or great, of judge or king? 
What is a king, a man condemn'd to bear 
The public turden of the nation's care; 

Now crown'd ſome angry ſaction to appeaſ: ; 
Now falls a victim to the people's caſe : 

From the firſt blooming of his ill- taught youth, 
Nourith'd in flatt'ry, and éſtrang'd from truth: 
At home ſurrounded by a {r:ile croud, 

Prompt to abuſe, and in detraction loud: 
Abroad begirt with men, and ſxords, and ſprars; 
His very ſtate acknouledging his fears ; 
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Unching amidſt a thouſand guards, he ſhows 
lis fecret terror of a thouſand tors ; 
n rar however prudent, Frcat, or brave, 
[To blind events, and fickle chance, a tlace $ 
&&ing to ſettle what for ever flies; 
[fare of the toil, uncertain of the prize. 
| Gut he returns with conqueſt on his brow; 

ings up the triumph, and abfulres the vow 2 

ſhe captive generals to his carr are ty'd: 

lhe joyful citizens tumultuous tide 

[choing his glory, gratify his pride. 

” is this triumph? madneſs, ſhouts, and noiſe, 
Ne zreat collection of the people's voice. 
The wretches he brings back, in chains relate, 
What may to morrow |: the 1:iHtor's fate. | 
The ſpoils and trophics born betore him, ſhow 
\tional loſs, and epidemic woe, 1 
Faious diſtreſs, which he and bis may know. | 
Dees he not mourn the valiant thouſands ain ; 
due heroes, once the glory of the plain, 
Left in the conflict of the fatal day, | 

Ir the wolves portion, or the vulturc's prey? 

Les he not weep the laurel, which he wears, 

Ft with the ſoldier's blood, and widow's tears? 
Se, where he comes, the darling of the war! 
millions crouding round the gilded carr ! 
a the vaſt joys of this ecſtatic hour, 
id full fruition of ſucceſstul pow'r, 
de moment and one thought might let him ſcan 
lie rarious turns of life, the fickle late of man. 
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Are the dire images of ſad diſtruſt, 

And popular change, obſcur'd a mid the duſt, 
That riſes from the victor's rapid wheel ? 

Can the loud clarion, or ſhrill fire repel 

The inward crics of care ? can nature's voice 
Flaintive be drown'd, or lefſen'd in the noiſe; 
J ho' ſhouts as thunder loud afllict the air, 


Stun the buds now releas d, and ſhake the iv'ry chair? J 


Yon” croud (he might reflect) yon' joyful croud, 
Pleas'd with my honours in my praiſes loud 
(Should ficeting victory to the vanquiſh'd go; 
Should ſhe depreſs my arms, and raiſe the foe) 
Would for that foe with equal ardor wait | 
At the high palace, or the crouded gate; 
With reſtleſs rage would pull my ſtatues down ; 
And caſt the braſs a new to his renown* | 

O impotent deſire of wordly ſway ! 

That I, who make the triumph of to-day ; 
May of to-morrow's pomp one part appear, 
Ghaſtly with wounds, and lifeleſs on the bier! 
Then (vileneſs of mankind !) then of all theſe, 
Whom my dilated eye with labour ſees, 

Would one, alas ! repeat me good, or great, 
Waſh my pale body, or bewail my fate? 

Or, march d I chain'd behind the hoſtile carr, 
The victor's paſtime, and the ſport of war; 
Would one, would one his pitying forrow lend, 
Or be ſo poor, to own he was my friend ? 
Avails it then, O reaſon, to be wiſe? 

To ſee this crucl ſcene with quicker eves ? 
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| To know with more diſtinction to complain, 
And have ſuperior ſenſe in feeling pain? 
Let us revolve that roll with ſtricteſt eye, 
Where ſafe from time diſtinguiſh'd actions lie; 
And judge if greatneſs be exempt from pain, 
Or pleaſure ever may with pow'r remain. 
Adam, great type for whom the world was made, 


" | The faireſt bleſſing to his arms convey'd, 


A charming wife; and air, and ſca, and land, 
And all that mov'd therein to his command 
Render d obedient : fay, my penſive muſe, 
| What did theſe golden promiſes produce ? 
Scarce taſting life, he was of joy bercav'd ; 
One day, I think, in Paradiſe he liv'd; 
Deſtin'd the next his journey to purſue, 
Where wounding thorns, and curſed thiſtles grew, 
Ere yet he carns his bread, adowa his brow, 
laclin'd to earth, his lab'ring ſweat muſt flow: 
His limbs muſt ache, with daily toils oppreſs d; 
Ere long-wiſh'd night brings neceſſary reſt ; 
Still viewing with regret his darling Eve, 
He for her follics, and his own muſt grieve, 
Bewailing ſtill a-freſh their hapleſs choice ; 
His ear oft frighted with the imag'd voice 
Of heaven, when firſt it thunder'd ; oft his view 
Aghaſt, as when the infant-lightning flew 
And the ſtern cherub ſtop'd the fatal road, 
Arm'd with the flames of an avenging God, 
His younger ſon on the polluted ground, 
Firſt fruit of death, lies plaintiff of a wound 
Vor, II. T 5 
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CGiy'n by a brother's land: his elde ſt Linth 

Flies, mark'd by Heav'n, a fugitive o'er darth. 

Yet why theſe forrows heap'd upon the ſi c, 

Ve come> nor man, ner angel to enquire. 

Huch age ſinn'd on; and guilt advanc'd with time: 
The ſon fill added to the father's crime; 

Fill God aroſe, and great in anger faid : 

1.0! it repenteth me, that man was made. 

_ Withdraw thy light, thou ſun! be dark, ye ſkies! 
And from your deep abyſs, ye waters, riſc! 

The frighted angels hear th' almighty Lord ; 
And o'cr the earth from wrathful vials pour'd 
'Tempeſt and ſtorm, obedient to his word, 

Mean time, his providence to Noah gave 

The guard of all, that he defign'd to fave. 
Exempt from gen'ral doom the patriarch ſtood ; 
Contemn'd the waves, and trrumph'd o'er the flood, 
The winds fall filent ; and the waves decreaſe : 
The dove brings quiet, and the olive peace: 

Tet hill his heart does inward ſorrow feel, 

Which faith alone forbids him to reveal. 

If on the backward world views ate caſt; 

s death diffus'd, and univerſal waſte, 

Preſent (fad profpect!) can he ought deſery, 

But (what affects his melancholy cyt) 

The beauties of the anticnt fabric loſt, | 

In chains of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary coaſt ? 
While to ich heav'n his pious breathings turn d, 
Weeping ls kop'd, and ſacrifcing mourn'u; 
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When of Cai: vi  ony cight he found 


$1 ntch d conf rr tte: grave, aud ſa d hom nati- 
| ous. dia id: 
Al vi ting tene, the future hopes of earth, 
T Fel wirnce empires muſt reccive their birth, 
(he tries cxiluled heavn'ly grace, 
A ' .n.x\l with curtes, fatai to his race. 
beman potent prince, de friend of God, 
Canas ills mum bear the d. Hn'd load; 
F 11] 41 batties mutt his pow'r maintain, 
| Am thy the monarchs, eie he rules the plaiu: 
| Matt deal juſt portions of a iervile lice 
T 2 proud handmaid, and a peeviin wife; 
Maſt with the mother leave the vic;ing fong 
In want to wander, and in wilds to gtoan; 
Mult take this other child, his ::.'s hope, 
To trembling Maorian's m-lanchnoly top,. 
Order'd to drench his knite in filiat blood ; 
D. ſtroy his heir, or dicobey his Cod. 
Moſs beheld that God; but how beheld 
The Deity in radiant beams conccal'd, 
And clouded in a deep abyſs of tight; | 
While preſent, too {vere for human ſigbt, 1 
Nor ſtaying longer than one ſwift-wing'd night. } 
The following days, and months, and years decreed 
To fierce encounter, and to toilſome deed. 
His youth with wants and hardſhips mult engage: 
Plots and rebellions mult diſturb his age. 
Some Corah till aroſe, ſome rebel ſlave, 
Prompter to ſink the ſtate, than he to fare : 
T3 
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And Iſrael did his rage ſo far provoke, 


That what the Godhead wrote, the prophet broke. 


His voice ſcarce heard, his dictates ſcarce believ d, 
In camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he liv'd ; 
And dy'd obedient to ſevereſt law, 
Forbid to tread the promis'd land, he ſaw. 
My father's life was one long line of care 
A icene of danger, and a ſtate of war. 
Alarm'd, expos'd, his childhood muſt engage 
The bear's rough gripe, and foaming lion's rage. 
By various turns his threaten'd youth muſt fear 
Goliah's lifted ſword, and Saul's emitted ſpear. 
Forlorn he muſt, and perſecuted fly; 
Climb the ſteep mountain, in the cavern lie; 
And often aſk, and be refus'd to die. 

For ever, from hi manly toils, are known 
The weight of pow'r, and anguiſh of a crown. 


What tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs monarch's woes; | 


When God, and Nathan were declar'd his foes ? 
When ev'ry object his offence revil'd, 

The huſband murder'd, and the wife defil'd, | 
The parent's ſins impreſs'd upon the dying child? 
What heart can think the grief which he ſuſtain'd; 
When the king's crime brought vengeance on the land 
And the inexorable prophet's voice | 
Gave famine, plagueor war; and bid him fix his choice 

He dy'd ; and oh! may no reflection ſhed, 

Its pois'nous venom on the royal dead; 

Yet the unwilling truth muſt be expreſt; 

Which long has labour'd in this penſive breaſt : 
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Dying he added to my weight of care: 
He made me to his crime undoubted heir ? 
Left his unfiniſu'd murder to his fon, 
And ſoab's blood intail'd on Judali's crown. 

Young as | was, | haſted to fulfill 
The cruel dictates of my parent's will. 
Of his fair deeds a diſtant view I took; 
But turn'd the tube upon his faults to leok; 
Forgot his youth, ſpent in his country's cauſe, 
His care of right, his rev'rence to the laus: 
But could with joy is years oi folly trace 
Broken and old in Bathikeba's embrace; 
Could follow him, where-c'er he ſtray d from good, ) 
And cite his fad example: whiltt I trod ? 
Paths open to deceit, and track d with blood | 
Soon docile to the fecret acts of ill, | 
Vb ſmiles 1 cont betray, with temper kill: 
Sn in a brutier CU d 4 115 1 Vic'v * | 
Watch all his acts, and all ls wovs purſue. 
In vain for life he to the altar ned: 
Ambition and revenge have certain tpeed, 
Lyi'n there, my ſoul, even there he thould Lave fell; 
But that my iatereſt did my rage conceal, 
Doubling my crime, I promiſc, and deccise: 
Pur poſe to fray, witilit frxcaring to forgite. 
"Treaties, perfuations, Lyhs, end tears are vain: 
With a mean lie curs'd vengcance I fuſtain; 
Join fraud to force, and policy to puw'r ; 
Till of The deſtin'd ſogitive huure, 

T 3 ; 
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In ſolemn ſtate to parricide I riſe; 
And as God lives, this day my brother dies. 

Be witneſs to my tears, celeſtial muſe ! 
In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe 
Fraternal blood by my direction fpilt ; 
In vain on Joab's head transfer the guilt 2 
The dced was acted by the ſubject's hand; 

The ſword was pointed by the king's command, 

Mine was the murder: it was mine alone; 
Years of contrition muſt the crime atone; 
Nor can my guilty ſoul expect relict, 
But from a long ſincerity of grief. 

With an imperfect hand, and trembling heart, 
Her love of truth ſuperior to her art, 
Already the reflecting muſe has trac'd 
The mournful figures of my action paſt. 
The penſive goddeſs has already taught, 
How vain is hope, and how vexatious thought; 
From growing childhood to declining age, 
How tedious ev'ry ſtep, how gloomy ev'ry ſtage. 
This courſe of vanity almoſt complete, 
Tir'd in the field of life, J hope retreat 
In the ſtill ſhades of death : for dread and pain, 
And grief will find their ſhafts elanc'd in vain, 


And their points broke, retorted from the head, 


Safe in the grave, and fice among the dead. 
Yet tell me, frighted reaſon ! what is death ? 
Blood only ſtopp'd, and interrupted breath? 
The utmoſt limit of a narrow ſpan, | 
And end of motion which with life began? 2 
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As ſmoke that riſes from the kindling fires 

Is ſeen this moment, and the next expires: 

As empty clouds by riſing winds are toſt, 

Their fleeting forms ſcarce ſooner found than loſt : 
So vaniſhes our ſtate, ſo paſs our days: | 

So lite but opens now, and now decays: 

The craddle and the tomb, alas! fo nigh; 

To live is ſcarce diſtinguiſn'd from to die. 

Cure of the miſer's wiſh, and coward's fear, 
Death only ſhews us, what we knew was near. 
With courage therefore view the pointed hour ; 
Dread not death's anger; but expect his power; 
Nor nature's laws with fruitleſs forrow mourn ; 

But die, O mortal man ! for thou waſt horn. 

_ Cautious thro' doubt; by want of courage, wiſe, 
To ſuch advice the reas'ner ſtill replics. | 

Yet meaſuring all the long continu'd ſpace, 
Ex' ry ſucceſſive day's repeated race, | 
Since time firſt ſtarted from his priſtine zoal, 
"Till he had reach'd that hour, wherein my ſoul 
Join'd to my body ſwell'd the womb; I was, 
(At leaſt I think io) nothing: muſt I paſs 
Again to nothing, when thi, vital breath 
Ceaſing, conſigns me o'er to reſt, and death? 
Muſt the whole man, amazing thought! return 
To the cold marble, or contracted urn? 

And never ſhall thoſe particles agree, 
That were in life this individual He? 
But ſever'd, muſt they join the general maſs, 
Thro' other forms, and ſhapes ordain'd to paſs; 
Nor thought nor image kept of what he was ? 
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Does the great Word that gave him ſenſe. ordain, 
That lite ſhall never wake that ſenſe again? 
And will no pow'r his ſinking ſpirit ſure 'erare? 
From the dark caves of death, and chambers of the 
Lach evening I behold the {tting tun 

With down-ward fpecd into the own run: 
Yet the fame light (paſs but ſome fiecting hows) 
Excrts his vigor, and renews his pow'rs ; 
Starts the bright race again: his contiant flame 
Riics and ſets, returning ſtill the tame. 

mark the various fury of the winds: 
Theſe neither ſeaſons guicle, nor oi der hinge: 
They now dilate, ard now contract their force? 
Various their ſpeed; but endalcys is their cou is 
Fran his nrft fountain wil beginning coe, 

own to the ſen caci brook and torrent feng: 
The' ſundry diops or Jcave, or ſucll the Hreuan:; 
"The whole lil runs, wich cqual pace, the ſame. 
Still other waves ſupply the riſing urus; 

And the cicrnal food no want of unter mourns, 
Wu then muſt man obcy the fad decice, 
Which ſuljetts neither ſun, nor wind, nor len? 

A flower, that docs with op'ning morn ate, 
And flourithing the day, at cv'ning dics ; | 
A winged eaſtern blaſt, juſt ſximming o'er 
The ocran's brow, and finking on the tore ; 

A fire, whoſe flames thro' crackling lub, ; 
A metcor ſhouting from the ſummer iky ; 

A bowl a-down the bending mountain ro!l'd ; 
A bubble breaking, and a ſable told; 
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A noon-tide ſhadow, and a midnight dream 
Are emblems, which with { mblance apt proclaim 
Our carthly courſe: But, O my foul! fo faſt 

? | Muſt life run off; and death for ever laſt ? 

5 This dark opinion, ſure, is too confin'd ; 

Elſe whence this hope, and terror of the mind? 
Does ſomething ſt'ill. and ſomewhere yet remain, 
Reward or puniſhment, delight or pain; 

Say: ſnall our relics ſecond birth receive? 

Slcep we to wake, and only die to live ? 

When the ſad wife has clos'd her huſband's eyes, 
And pierc'd the echoing vault with doleful cries ; 
Lies the pale corpſe not yet entirely dead ? 

The ſpirit only from the body fled, 

The groſſer part of heat and motion void, 

To be by fire, or worm, or time deſtroy'd ; 

The ſoul, immortal ſubſtance, to remain, 
Conſcious of joy, and capable of pain? 

And if her acts have been directed well, 

| While with her friendly clay ſhe deign'd to dwell ; 
Shall ſhe with ſafety reach her priſtine ſeat ? 
Find her reſt endleſs, and her bleſs compleat ? 
And while the bury'd man we idly mourn; 

Do angels joy to ſee his better half return ? 

But if ſhe has deform'd this earthly life 

With murd'rous rapine, and ſeditious ſtrife ; 

| Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thoſe angels driv'n 

| From the aetherial ſeat, and bliſsful heav'n, 

| In everlaſting darkneſs muſt ſhe lic, 

Still more unhappy, that ſhe cannot die ? 
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Ami! two ſcas on one tall point of land 
Weary'd, unceitun. and amaz'd we ſtands 
On either ſide our thoughts inceliart turn: 
Forward we dread: and lockig back wo rmonrn, 
].cang the preſent in this debinus halle; 
And luſt ourfclves betwixt tlie luture, and the paſt, 
Thee cru doubts contending in my breaſt, 
My reaton ſtazgering, and my hopes oprreft, 
Once more ! faid: once more I will enquie, 
Wat is this little, agile, pervious fre, 
This Bfutt'ring motion, which we call the wind? 
How does the act? and whe is ſhe confin'd ? 
Have we the pow'r to uide her, as we pleatc ? 
Whence then thoſc evils, that obiltuct cur cafc ? 
We happineſs pu ſue; we fiy from pain; 
Yet the purſuit, and vet the flight is vain : 
And, while poor nature labours to bc bleft, 
By day with n and by night with reſt; 
Some ſtronger pow'r cludes our ſichly will; 
Daſhes our riſing hope with certain ill; 
And makes us with rcficGive trouble fee, 
That ail is deſtin'd, which ue fancy free, 
That Pow'r ſuperior ther, which rules our mind, 
Is his decree by human pray'r inclin'd ? 
Will he for ſacrifice our forrous caſe? 
And can our tears revcric his firm decrees ? 
Then let religion aid, where reaſon fails: 
Throw loads of incenſc in, to turn the fcatrs ; 
And let the ſilent ſanctuary ſhow, 
What from the babbling ſchools we may not know. 
How man may ſhun, or bear his deſtin d part of woe. 
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What ſh. l. amend, or what al:fulre our fate ? 
Anxious we hover in a mediate ſtate, 
Betuixt infinity and nthing ; bounds, 
Or boundicis terms, wit dat fut ſenſe con founds. 
Unequal thought ; vhitit all we apprekend, 
Is, that our hopes mull rite, our forrous end; 
As our Creator deins to be Hur friend. 

I faid, and inſtant bade the 10 ieſis e 
The ritual tacrifice, and folcmn pray'r. 


$I from vuigar herds, with parlands gay, 

| A hundred buils atcend the facred way. 

The artful youth proceed to form the choir ; 
They breathe the flute, or itrike the vocal wite, 
The maids in comely order next advance; 
They beat the timbrel, and inſtruct the dance. 
Follows the choſcn tris !: in {ori ſprung, 
Chanting by juſt returns the holy ſong, 

Along the choir in ſlemn ſtate they paſt, 
>—- The anxious King came latt. 

The ſacred hy mn pertorm'd, my promis'd vow 
paid; and bowing at the altar low, 

Father of hcav'n! I fail. and judge of earth! 
| Whote word call'd out t!:is univerſe to biith ;; 
Ey whoſe kind pow r and influcncing care 
The various creatures move, aud live, and are; 
But, ccaſing once that care, withdrawn that po'r'r, 
They move (alas!) and live, and are no more: 
Omni-tcient Maſter, omni-preſent King, 

To thee, to thee, my lutt diſtreſs 1 bring. 
. 
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Thou, that can'ſt ſtill the raging of the ſeas, 
Chain up the winds, and bid the tempeſts ceaſe; 
Redeem my ſhipwreck'd ſoul from raging guſts | 
Of crucl paſſion, and deceitful luſts : 


Let thy ſtrong hand this little veſſel guide 
(it was thy hand that made it) thro' the tide 


From ſtorms of rage, and dang'rous rocks of 29 | 


Impetuous of this life: let thy command 

Direct my courſe, and bring me fafe to land. 
If, while this weary'd fleſh draws flecting breath, 
Not ſatisſy d with life, afraid of death, 

It hap'ly be thy will, that I ſhould know 
Glimpſe of delight, or pauſe from anxious woe 
From now, from inſtant now, great Sire, diſpel 
The clouds that preſs my ſoul ; from now reveal 
A gracious beam of light; from now inſpire 

My tongue to ſing, my hand to touch the lyre: 
My open thought to joyous proſpects raiſe; 
And, for thy mercy, let me ſing thy praiſe. 

Or, if thy will ordains, I ſtill ſhall wait 

Some new Here-after, and a future ſtate; 

Permit me ſtrength, my weight of woe to bear; 
And raiſe my mind ſuperior to my care. 

Let me, howe er unable to explain 

The ſecret lab'rinths of thy ways to man, | 
With humble zeal confeſs thy awful power; | 
Still weeping hope, and wond'ring ſtill adore. | 
So in my conqueſt be thy might declar'd : 
And, for thy juſtice, be thy name rever'd, 
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My pray'r ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous gloom 
Darkens the air; loud thunder ſhakes the dome: 
To the beginning miracle ſucceed 
An awful ſilence, and religious dread. | 
Sudden breaks forth a more than common day : 
The facred wood, which on the altar lay, 
Untouch'd, unlighted glows —— 

Ambroſial odor, ſuch as never flows 
From Arab's gum, or the Sabean roſe, 


Does round the air evolving ſcents diffuſe : 


The holy ground is wet with hear'nly dews : 
Celeſtial muſic (ſuch Jeſſides' lyre, | 

Such Miriam's Timbrel would in vain require) 
Strikes to my thought thro' my admiring ear, 
With ecſtaſy too fine, and pleaſure hard to bear : 
And lo! what ſees my raviſh'd eye? what feels 
My wond'ring ſoul? an opening cloud reveals 
An heav'nly form embody d, and array'd 


With robes of light. I heard: the angel ſaid: 


Ceaſe, man of woman born, to hope relicf 


From daily trouble, and continu'd grief. 


Thy hope of joy deliver to the wi d: 

Suppreſs thy paſſions ; and prepare thy mind, 

Free and familiar with misfortune grow: 

Be us'd to forrow, and inur'd to woe. 

By weak'ning toil, and hoary age o'ercome, 

ce thy decreaſe ; and haſten to thy tomb. 

Leave to thy children tumult, ſtrife, and var, 

Portions of toil, and legacies of care. 

Send the ſucceſſive ills thro ages down ; 
Vor. II. U | 
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And let each weeping father tell his ſon, 

That deeper ſtruck, and more diſtindly griev'd, 

He muſt augment the ſorrows he receiv'd. 
The child to whoſe ſucceſs thy hope is bound, 

Tre thou art ſcarce interr'd, or he is crown'd ; 

To luſt of arbitrary ſway inclin'd 

(That curſed poiſon to the prince's mind!) 

Shall from thy dictates and his duty rove, 

And loſe his great defence, his people's love. 

Ill counſelF'd, vanquiſh'd, fugitive, diſgrac'd, 

Shall mourn the fame of Jacob's ſtrength effac'd. 

Shall gh, the king diminiſh'd, and the crown 

With leſſen'd rays deſcending to his ſon. 

Shall ſce the wreaths, his grandfire knew to reap | 

By active toil, and military ſweat, 

Pining incline their ſickly leaves, and ſhed 

Their falling honours from his giddy head. 

By arms, or pray'r unable to aſſwage 

Domeſtic horror, and inteſtine rage, 

Shall from the victor and the vanquiſh'd fear, 

F. om Iſracl's arrow, and from Judah's ſpear; 

_ Shall caſt his weary'd limbs on Jordan's flood, blood. 

By brother's arms diſturb'd, and ſtain'd with kindred · 
Hence lat” ring years ſhall weep their deſtin'd race 

Charg's with ill omens, ſully'd with diſgrace, 

Time by neccſſity compell'd, ſhall go 

Thro ſeercs of war, and epocha's of woe. 

The emit leſſen'd in a parted ſtream, 

Shall loſe its courſe 


Indulge thy tears; the heathen ſhall blaſpheme ; 
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Judah ſhall fall, oppre5'4 by grief and ſhame ; 

Aal men ſhall from her ruias know her fame. 
New Egypts yet, and tecond bonds remain, 

A huriher Pharaoh, an! a heavier chain. | 

Azain obcdicnt to a due command, 

Thy captive ſons ſhall leave the promis'd land. 

Their name more lows, their ſervitude more vile, 

Shall on Euphrates' Lak, renew the grief of Nile. 
Theſe pointed ſpires that wound the ambient (ky, 

In;lorious change! thail in deſtiuttion lic 

Low, levall'd with the dutt: their heights unk non, 

Or meafur'd by their ruin. Yonder throne, 

For laſting glucy built, deſign'd the ſeat 

Of kings for ever bleſt, for ever great, 

Re nov'd by the invadet's barb'rous hand, 

Shall grace his triumph in a ſorcien Nat 4. 

The tyrant hall de nand you? ſacred load 

Of gold and veſſels fot apart to Gon, | 

Then by vile hands to comman ute dcta:'d ; 

Shall ſend them flowing round hi, drunken tall, ] 

With ſacril-givus taunt, and irapiuus j ſt. 1 
Twice fou;tcen ages hall their way complites 

Empires by vatious turns mall rife and tet ; 

While thy abanJon'd trives ſnall only know 

A diff' rent matter, and a change of woc: 

With down=-cait eye-lids, ind with looks a-ghaſt, 

Shall dread the future, or bewail the paſt. 

Afflicted Iſrael ſhall fit weeping dovn, 

Faſt by the ſtreams, where Babel's watcts run: 
U3 | 
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Their harps upon the neighd'ring willows hung, 

Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue, 

Nor chearful dance their feet , with toil oppreſs d, 
Their weary'd limbs aſpiring but to reſt. 

In the reflective ſtream the ſighing bride, 

Viewing her charms impair' d. abath'd ſhall hide 

Her penſive head; and in her languid face | 
The bridegroom ſhall foreſee his ſickly race: 1 


While pond'tous fetters vex their clote embrace. | 


With irkſome anguith then your prieſts ſhall mourn 
Their long-neglected teafts defpair'd retuin, | 
And ſad oblivion of their ſolemn days. 

Thenceforth their voices they ſhall only raiſe, 
Louder to weep. By day your frighted ſcers 

Shall call for fountains to expreſs their tears; 

And wiſh their cycs were floods: by night from dreams 


Of opening gulphs, black ftorms, and raging flames, 


Starting amaz'd, ſhall to the people ſhow 

Emblems of heav'nly wrath, and myſtic types of woe. 
The captives, as their tyrant ſhall require, 

That they ſhould breathe the ſong, and touch the l re, 

Shall fay : can Jacob's ſervile race rejoice, 

Untun'd the muſic, an] diſus'd the voice? 

What can we play (they ſhall diſcourſe) how ſing 

In foreign lands, and to a barb*rous king ? 

We and our fathers from our childhood bred 

To watch the cruel victor's eye, to dread 

The arbitrary laſh, to bend, to grieve 

(Out-caſt of mortal race !) can we conceive 
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| Image of ought delightful, oft, or gay ? 

Alas! when we have toil'd the longſome day; 
The fulleſt bliſs our hearts aſpire to know, 

Is but ſome interval from active woe; 

In broken reſt, and ſtartling ſleep to mourn, 
Till morn, the tyrant, and the ſcourge return. 
Bred up in grief, can pleaſure be our theme? 
Our endleſs anguiih does not nature claim? 
Reaſon, and ſorrow are to us the ſame. 

Alas! with wild amazement we require, 

If idle folly was nt pleaſurc's ſire: 

Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim'd birth 

To grinning laughter, and to frantic mirthi. 
This is the ſeries of perpetual woe, 
Which thou, alas ! and thine are born to know. 
Illuſtrious wretch ! repine not, nor reply: 

View not, what heav'n ordains, with reaſon's eye; 
Too bright the object is: the dlilance is too high. 
Tie man who would reſolve the work of fate, 
May limit number, and make crooked ſtraiglt: 
Stop thy enquiry then; and curb tl:y ſenſe; 
Nor let duſt argue with Omnipotence. 

'Vis Gop who mutt diſpoſe, and man ſuſtain, 
Born to endure, forbidden to complain. 
Thy ſum of life muſt his d-crees full ; 

What derogates irom his command, is ill; 

And that alone is good, which centers ia his will, 
Yet that thy lab'ring ſenſes may not ervop, 
Loſt to dclight, and deſtitute of here; | 

v3 | 


234 POEMS ON 


Remark what I, God's meſſenger, aver 
From him, who neither can deceive, nor err. 


The land at length redeem d, ſhall ceaſe to mourn ; 


Shall from her ſad captivity return. 

Sion ſhall raiſe her long-dejeed head; 

And in her courts the law again be read. 

Again the glorious temple ſhall ariſe, 

And with new luſtre pierce the neighb'ring ſkies. 

The promis d ſeat of empire ſhall again | 

Cover the mountain, and command the plain ; 

And from thy race diſtinguiſh'd, One ſhall ſpring, 

Greater in act than victor, more than king 

In dignity and pow'r, ſent down from heav'n, 

To ſuccour earth. To Him, to Him, tis giv'n, 

Paſſion, and care, and anguiſh to deſtroy. 

Thro' Him ſoft peace, and plenitude of joy 

Perpetual o'er the world redeem'd ſhall flow, 

No more may man enquire, nor angel know. 
Now, Solomon, rememb'ring who thou art, 

Act thro' thy remnant life the decent part. 

Go forth: be ſtrong : with patience, and with care 

Perform, and ſuffer : to thy ſelf ſevere, 

Gracious to others, thy deſires ſuppreſs'd, 

Diffus'd thy virtues, firſt of men, be beſt. 

Thy ſum of duty let two words contain; 

O may they graven ia thy heart remain ! 

Be humble, and be juſt. The angel faid ; 

With upward ſpeed his agile wings he ſpread ; 

Whilſt on the holy ground I proſtrate lay, 

By various doubts impell'd, or to obey, 
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or to object: at length (my mournful look _ 
Heav' n- ward ere) determin'd, thus I ſpoke 3 
Supreme, all-wiſc, Eternal Potentate! 
| Sole Author, ſole Diſpoſer of our fate! 
Enthron'd in light, and immortality, 

Whom no man fully fees, and none can ſee ! 
Original of beings ! Pow'r Divine ! 

Since that I live, and that I think, is thine ; 

' Benign Creator, let thy plaſtic hand 

Diſpoſe its own effect. Let thy command 

\ Reſtore, great Father, thy inſtructed fon ; 

And in my act may thy great will be done.“ 
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Cax ux SecuLare, Latine redditum per Tho, 
Dibben, e Trin. Col. Cant. 


Exe dis amicum, 
Secula feſtas referente luces, 
Reddidi carmen Hor, 


ANE bifrons, priſcos a tergo reſpice lapſi 
Annales aevi, felicesque ordine longo 

Exolvas faſtos, quos caetera tempora ſupra 
Confpicuos albo, ſec' lis monumenta ſuturis 
Urbis fundatae, et parti poiuere triump! i. 
Azpered:re inſignes ſpoliis, lauroque decoros 
Enumerare duces, quos nobilis ita gementem 
Impulit ulcitei populum, qui ſacra cruore 
Jura patrum ſanxere ſuo; fceptiitve potiti 
Miſcrunt lactum placidis tub legibus orbem. 

Ag mine perpetuo ſeriæs ornata laborum 
Procedat; ſuus omnis honos, ſua debita quemque 
Laus infcripta notet: tum noſtra ad tempora caſus 
Inſignes ducas, famamque et fata parentum 
Mirac'lis oppone novis, regique Britanno. 
Dumque fide, curaque pari per ſingula curris : 
Dum rarios recolis populos, varioſque laborcs ; 
Et ſtudia, et leges, pugnataque proelia ſeris 
Temporibus mandas ; tute ipſe fatcbere, Jane, 
Omnium in Auriaco cumulari nomine famam: 

Et dices orbi attonito; nil ſecula tale 
Prima tulere hominum, nil majus poſtera reddent. 
Vertici ſablimi ſurgat, tua maxima cura, 


. 
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| Bello et pace potens Latium: fortiſſimo corda, 
Egregios rerum dominos dabat Italia tcllus, 
Felix prole viram; foecundam hane aſpice gentem, 
Romano que tuos; huc vertere, et altius omnem 
Naſcentis prima repetens ab origine regni 
Exp<dias famam; pulchro in certamine pubem 
Ob Hone Auioniam: et cedat ſua palma mcrenti. 
Si potuit ferro Latii turbare colonos 

Palantes Mavorte ſatus, ſi ruſtica late 

Rana domare armis: raptac fine more Sahinae, 
Surgenti famae, coeptiſque ingentibus obſtant. 
Sacra Deum, ſanctaſque aras, et templa tueri 

Cura Numam ſubiit: fed frigida dextera bello, 
Naa haſtam torquere ſciens, enſemque rotare 
F..m:neum, jurenumque manus armare frementum. 
Conſiliis, eſto, Fabii Romana vigebant 
Arma: at res omnes gel de tardeque miniſtrans, 

Dilator ni. nium ſapiens ingrata trahebat 
Bella. Quid im mani patrem pietate eruentum 
Ultorem Brutum referam, forteſque ſub armis 
Acmilium, Decium, Curium ? tot magna animorum 

Nos exempla monent, qua poſſit lege libido 
| Fracnari, et quantum cedat virtutibus aurvm 2 

Hos quoque fed nimium, gaudens popularibus auris, 
Hos rapit ambitio, tumidoque ſuperbia faſtu 
Oſtentans humileſque caſas, parvoſque penates. 
Sit quanquam illuſtris, primos inglorius annos 
Scipiades egit: nec mens invicta Catonis 
| Semper erat, tunc faſſa metum, vel viſa fateri, 
| Cum eeſſit fato, et lucem indignata refugit. 


238 POEMS. ON 


Julius externos fruſtra domat, omnia Fomae 
Sub jiciens, Romamqut hbi jurgitque triumphans 
Afflictos cives ſuper oppicſſumque ſenatum. 
Imperium lene Auguſtus, patriamane iubæctam 
Mollia vinc'ia pati juſſit: fed vincula puſſa eſt, 
Purpureum cuita infolito ventrata tyraunum. 
Fas veterum laudes juſtis celebrare triumphis: 

Fus etiam crrores, atque omnia ferre ſub auras, 
_ Stare loco impatiens magna ſcſe impete verſat 
Virida vis animi, patrii ccu Tybridis unda, 
Cui nunc lene fluens rigat azros dulcis aquae ſons; 
Vortice nunc rapido volvit fe turbidus amnis; 
Et limo caſtes obſcoeno polluit undas: 
Diis quanquam geniti, at qui invicti viribus eſſent, 
Mortalem infecto fafſi ſunt ſanguine matrem. 
Decolor ex illo vitiis dominantibus actas 
Degenerare auſa «ſt : rumpit vinc'la omnia miles 
Acer, acerba fremens; majeſtatemque verendam 
Effraenis violat rabics: jam ſegnior annis | 
Deficit illa olim rerum pulcherrima Roma; 
Heu! vix agnoſces veteris veſtigia ſormae: 
Donec gens diviim, nati venientibus anvis, 
Heroum novus ordo datur, nova lumina ſurgunt; 
Heſperioque dies melior procedit Oly mp9. 

Aſpice ut inſignis ſpoliis Pharamondus opimis 
Ingreditur, magnuſque aquilis qui lilia junxit 
Carolus; inde alii, quos Gallica terra triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre virùm, ſpectatoque bello 
Pectora. Sed major nunc rerum apparet imago: 
Sanguineae en! lauri, victriciaque arma Wilhelmi 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 239 


Normanni: viden' externis quanta intonet oris 
Tudorum manus armipotens, et nomina magna, 
lantagenuùm mctuenda domus! quid plurima virtus 
Amborum potuit, te, victrix Anglia, teſtor, 
Quam labor heroum imperio maria omnia circum 


Aſſeruit, fundanſque armis et legibus ornans: 


Felix, ſi nunquam regnandi dira cupido 
Cognatas acics paribus concurrere telis 


Egiſſet, patriacque in viſcera vertere vires 2 


Ila afſlicta ſedet, variis incerta triumphis, 

Cui det colla jugo, quem fit paſſura tyrannum. 
Quo deſideri ſoboles, quo Caeſar Adolphus, 

Naſſoviique alii rapiunt, ccleberrima proles ? 

Omnes illuſtres, omnes in utrnmque parati, 

Aut patriam tutari, aut certac occumbere morti. 

Hos juxta Auriacus pleno fluit agmine ſanguis, 

Immortale genus: primuſque en! Martius autor 

Corniger: inde heros qui bello a corpore nomen 

Obtinuit; noſco crines, ſrontemque venuſtam 

Francigenae, juvenis; domus hinc Chalonia mixta eſt 

Naſſoviis; ſedeſque novas, Rhenumque bicornem 

Inde petit. linquens Rhodanum, ripamque ſonantem. 
Jamque Stuartiadum ſeries longiſſima regum 

Emicat. Illa diu magna ditione tenebat 

Effracnem populum, ct duris regna hortida glebis: 

Donec fata deum, et luſtris labentibus actas 

Scotorum manibus tianſcribi ſceptra jubebant 

Anglica ; feceruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. 

Atque hie, magne Deus, cum res ſcrutabere noſtras, 

Sis bonus O! paſſimque oculos per cuncta ferenti 
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$i quid forte tibi occurrat de gente Stuart um 
Infelix ; (utcunque ferent ea fata minores) 

Pro patria, obteſtor, pro majeſtate Britanai 
Imperii, nihil ingratum, nihil acre dolores 
Obductos vulgare finas: preme, Jane, tenebris, 
Quae laudare nequis ; teque ad meliora reſerves. 
Utque erit ad xomeN ventum, quod flebile ſemper, 
Semper honoratum (fic, dii, voluiſtis) habemus ; 
Supprime ſingultus, ſubmiſſa et voce dolores 

Hos compeſce, tuo ne dota Britannia luctu 

Ire iterum in lachrymas, iterum gemebunda querelam 
Lategret infandam ; ſtilletque cruore recenti 
Aeternum crudcle patens ſub peQtore vulnus. 

Quo jam raptus abis ? Naſſovi, Jane, labores | 
Aggredere O! magnos, atque amplum claude volumen. 
En! infans victor, nutu dum temperat iras 
Turbati populi; jacet en Tirynthius alter; 
Ardentesque hoſtes, ct ſibila colla tumentes 
Sternit; et in cunis in fans ſe vindicat heros. 

En! quantis tollit fe rebus firm ior actas ? 

Quales primitiae juvenis, bellique ſerocis 

Dura rudimenta et primis nova gloria in armis ? 
Sublimis marte adverſo, miti: quꝭ ſecundo, 
 Eventus omnes, et incluctabile fatum 

Subjecit pedibus : non mens clata triumphis, 
Nun depreſſa malis; ſed in omnia pectus honeſtum 
Fertur idem. fatis contratia fata icpendens 

Dum curas hominum, dum ſpes contemnit inanes. 


. Marat. 
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Fortunaecque vices caecas; quocunque cadat res, 
Hoc animo fixum ſedet, acternumque ſedebit, 
« Parcere ſubjectis, ct debellare ſuperbos.” 
En! totum heroem, maturum, et ſceptra tenentem 
Contemplare virum : cn! ut juſta fulminet ira 
Terrarum egregius vindex; placidusque volentes 
Per populos det jura; infeſto et leniat hoſti 
Pectora flexanimus victor; mitisque jacentum 
Dat vitam lachrymis ! quo pectora fida ſuorum 
Amplecti ſtudio properat? quam totus in illis ? 
Quam curas pater indulgens deſcendit in omnes? 
Nec regem pudet officio certare priorem. 
Hac arte, O bellis ingens, ingentior alma 
Morum temperie, devincis corda benignis 
Aſſueta imperiis : longos hac arte triumphos, 
Maxime victor, agis, cum teque, animosque — 
Pacatumque regas arquis virtutibus orbem. 
Per varias vitacque vices, operumque colores 
Idem cautus honos, metuens et gratia culpae, 
Puraque ſimplicitas tota deſcripta tabella 
Effulget ; conſtansque fibi ſervatur ad imum, 
Victoris caſtra, ingrederis ? certamina nulla 
Cum victis belli nulla horrida ſigna cruenti 
Apparent infixa agris : non militis ardor 
Turbavit pettus ; nec purpura picta ſuperbos 
Induxit regum faſtus : ſed fama peric'lo 
Explorata (velut fulvum fornacibus aurum) 
Emicat innocuo : fruſtra Vulcania peſtis 
Circum immane fremit : coutemptorique minatur 
Flamma ſuo ; caeco contra dominata furori 
Vor. II. * 
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Ardens ſpectator virtus, pondusque nitoremque 

Illacſum ſervans; et amico vivit in igne. 

Vunum, Jane, oro (quando nos noſtraque morti 
Debemur) magni ſaltem mirac'la Wilhelmi 

F xſuperare, vi unique ſinas volitae per ora; 

Ut nati natorum, et qui naſcentur ab illis 

Virtutem ex il o moniti, pulchrumque laborem 

Cog noſcant, et ſancta procul veſtigia adorent. 

E xoriare aliquis, regis qui geſta Britanni, 

Fataque fortunasque docens, moresque manusqve 

(Arzumentum ingens !) vivis committere chartis 

Auſis, ct ſerum producere nomen in acvum: 

Cnm ſtatuae, multo cum victum tempore marmor, 

Acraque labentur; cum bello ſacvior om i 

Invidioſa dies famae monumenta Britannae 

Delebit; tardis cum Sabis flexibus ibit 

Per terras mutata novas; ſerique nepotes | 

Quaerent qua ſtabant immania ſaxa Namurcae. 

En! urbem, Cicent, quae quondam condidit aſtris 

Ambitioſa caput; totics quae pertulit om nem 

Irriſi nubem belli; fed non ita ſenſit 

Armatos Biitonas ; non irrita tels Wilhelmi 

Experta eſt; vaſtis dum victor turribus inſtans, 

Cum populo, et ſignis vicricibus. et mag nis diis, 

Fundamenta quatit; mortaliaque agmina fruſtra 

Contra Naſſurium atque Jovem, contraque Minervam 

Tela tenent: medio ditcrimine cacdis et ignis 

Ceu Perte: r apcita volans, ipic arduus arces 

Oppelitas candlit; fruſtraque obiccta retardant 

Flumina, lan- murunque globi, ſcopulique minaces 3 
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Fn! tandem ſummis inſultans arcibus heros, 
A ie Aneli juxta, ſulgentia ſizna, Jeones, 

E. jam mms crat ; cum victor vertices ah alto 
D. ern Gillan aton tum, et tum libera vinc'lo 
I. orique, et litos populos; pacemque filenti 
L «1 iſh telicem obi: longe audiit acther, 
F- terrace, ct flavii: jumque ibat mallior uadis 
M ti; feru«que ſuas Rhenus compeſcuit ius. 
Cn inuo leges acternaque foedera cettis | 
Inpotuit manus acqua locis : quam fingula metam. 
Et que i quacque ferat dominum, quem quacque recuſes 
rns, ſemel edixit : mirantemque admon<t orbem, 
 Qiintus amor populi, quanta ct reverentia mitem 
Profequitur regem: comes indiviſus amico. 
Ad tat Honos lateri : ſupra caput explicit alas 
Libertas firmata novas* pulchracque torores, 
Et Virtus: et Fama, pari diſcrimine certant, 
Utrum ornare magis regemne, virumne decerct. 

Qid loquor? aut ubi ſum? quis me per opaca viarum 
Ire furor ſuadet ? quos muſa aſſurgit in auius ? 
Dum vatis furias Thebani concipit (ignes 
O ſi conciperet ſimiles!) te, Jane, relinquit, 
Teque, arasque tuas, ut coclum et lidcra tentet; 
Demens ! quae nimbos ct non imitabile fulmen 
Pindaricum ſimulare auſa eſt. Da, Jane, furenti, 
Da veniam Mulae, ſua quam rapit ampla volantem 
Materia; et tollit volvens ſub naribus ignem 
Pegaſus ardua in aſtra; neque audit anhelus habenas. 
Cum latos campos, immenſumque aſpicit aequor, 
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Expatiatur equus; vix haeret muſa frementi ; 
Nec ſcit, qua fit iter; nec ſi ſciat, imperet illi. 
Saxa per, ct ſcopulos, et depreſſas convalles 
Inſequitur regem; tellusque ſub ungue tonanti 


Ifta gemit ; reboant ſylvacque, et magnus Olympus. 


Nunc caſus Muſa antiquos, annosque reducit 
Praeteritos, patriisque virum meditatur in arvis, 
Hic Britonum motus cura, lachrymisque ſuorum, 
Conſilium vultu tegit ; et ſecum ante peractum 
Belli et regnorum volvit ſub pectoi e fat um: 

Et mox armatas hyberno ſidere claſſes 

Molitur: contraque iras coelique, marisque 
Impavidus grande urget iter: tum ſanguine multo 
Tutandas Anglorum arces, oblataque regna 
Occupat; amiſſo fluitantem errare magiſtro 
Senſit; et ipſe ratem turbatis rexit in undis. 
Jamque alias hine in lachrymas, alia horrida bella, 
Per deſolatae regna infelicia lernes | 

Diva virum ſequitur; fluctusque irrumpit in altos 
Bovindae bello undantis; tum Naiadas ad ſe 
Impatiens trepidas vocat; hortaturque ſorores 
Maturare ſugam, quantusque emerſetat heros, 
Oceano narrare patri : vanum ille timorem 
Ridet; eamque manum victis agnoſcit in undis, 
Imperio dignam pelagi, ſaevoque tridente. 

Hine pleno Britonum victor ſubit oſtia velo 
Stans celſa in puppi : pueri, innuptaeque puellae, 
Effuſique patres reſonantia littora circum 
Sacra canunt reduci ; ſed repulit ille moleſtum 
Officium ; poſcitque animos, laudeſque recuſat. 
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Mox charos iterum Belgas, ſedeſque ſuorum, 
Et patriam, et toties raptos ex hoſte penates 
Hoſpes adit : varii populi, diveriaque ſigna, 
Externique duces ownes focia arma ferentes 
Communem celchrare ducem; quam tardus ad iram, 
Quam placidus victor, fo:tunatu:que laborum 
Securus palmac, dum praedam rejicit heros! 

Nunc verſae ſcenae diſcedunt: altera rerum 
Nunc ſurgit facies: alia ſub luce videri 
Heros grandis amat ; ſucceſſuque altior ipſo 
Innumeris belli tpoliis. partisque trophacis 
Pacem lactus emit; jam virgo reddita terras 
Pacatas viſit; jamque aurea tempora circum 
Felices ſecura quatit Concordia pennas. 

Mox ad Danubium, raucacque Propontidis undam, 
Eoaſque plagas alis audacibus ardens 
Muſa volat ; lethi qua jam diſerimine parvo 
Stant aciecs, utrinque necem lugubrè minantes: 
Hi motus animorum, irae, infandique patatus, 
Compreſſa belli rabie, ſuſpenta tenentur; 
Donec conſilia ingentis ſpectuta Wilhelmi 
Oſtendant, pacemne colant, an in arma ferantur. 
Quae regio in terris, ubi regis ſocdera ſancta, 
Aut leges placidae ignotae ? quue rena per orbem 
(Qualemcunque ſidem. dominum quemcunque fatentur) 
Communcm Auriaco dubitent ſubmittere cuſam ? 

Hine ad Hyperborcam glaciem, monteſque nivaies 
Urget diva viam; qua Moſcoriticus altum 
Fulminat ad Tanaim Cacſar; nutugue tremendo 
Jura quaterdenis juvenis dat geutibus unus: 

XK 3 


246 POEMS ON 


Hie tamen, hie Caefar perculſus nomine regis 
Majoris, non legatis, neque dulce miniſtris 
Officium impatiens ceſſit; ſe, ſe ipſe, ſuumque 
Objecit caput, infidi maris omnia vincens 
Taedia, dimidiumque orbis poſt terga relinquens, 


Tangeret ut ſanctam, per quam ſtetit Anglia, dextram. 


Hujus in imperio tumidum, magnumque fluentem 
Cernere etat Volgam; multa cui ſpumeus unda, 
Saxosumque ſonans, obſtantia pondera torrens 
Aut ſecum rapit, aut immiti gurgite mergit. 

Sed noſtrum, ſed Muſa ſuum tibi, Tame, tuisque 
Rivis aſſimulat regem: non amnis abundans, 

Sed plenus per opima virùm fortem absque furore 
Fundit aquam, tardoque procul langnore ſerenam: 
Quoſcunque O! Britonum lambis pulcherrimus agros, 
Omnia ibi ridere facis: tibi candida Na is 
Purpureas inter violas, et ſuave rubentes 

Vota facit reſoluta roſas: te lentus in umbra 
Labentem expedtat paſtor: te mollia prata, 

Te ſitiunt croceis halantes floribus horti. 

Quo feror? unde abii? tuque, audaciſſima Muſa, 

Quo peritura ruis? ſi formidabile littus, 

Si Lycios temnas ſaltus, ſataliaque arva, 
Bellerophontaei quae ſignavere furores: 

I, ſequere infidos ventos, nora nomina lap ſu 
Subjectis poſitura undis: ea ſurda monenti 

Ardet in aſtra wagis: perque inconceſſa Diei 
Luxuriens ſpatia acterni, petit intima divum 


Sacra, Jovem ſimilemque Jovis, dictura Whilbelmum: 


Indefeſſa illi maturos poſcit honores ; 
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ili ut Olympiacae referantur praemia palmae, 
Quam velox Theron, quam vaſtis viribus ingens 
Sperabat nunquam Chromius: Muſam illius ergo 
Per nitidos orbes lucis. camposque patentes, 
Dulcis raptat amor : juvat explorare priorum 


| Curae iter ignotum : ſed inextricabilis error, 


Et caecae ambages, quas una reſolvere virtus 

Naſſovii novit, ſecuram et vana tumentem 

Extuperant longe divam ; jamque acthere toto 

Praccipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inſtar 

Fertur; et horrificis tonat exanimata ruinis. 

O coeptum ſublime! infelix exitus auſi 

Nobilis! O Muſa, et vires pro nomine tanto 

EF xi;,cac ! ſed fic potius cecidille juvabit 

Audentem, quam vena humili inferiora ſecutam 

Radere iter medium, tutasque extendere pennas. 
Nune ad te, et tua ſacta, pater, turbamque ſonanters 

(Matres atque viros) quae circum plurima clauſas 


Fuſa fores, pacem Britonum, vitamque Wilhelmi 


Ardens implorat, nunc ambitioſa vagantes 
Muſa modos revocet : tuque O ! qua ſecula fronte 
Jane vides ventura, Rheae genetricis in alvum 
Deſcendas, partus ubi ſemina prima ſuturi, 

E: tenerae ſpecies, ſimulachraque carcere clauſo 
Mixta jacent; donec magnum per inane coacta 
Mox durare jubes, et rerum ſumere formas. 


Tum tua vox, divine autor, tua caeca relaxat 
Spiramenta manus ; juſtis emiſſa figuris 


Dum veſtit junctura dc-ens et amabilis ordo. 
Sed nimium brevis hora fugam meditata perennem 
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Tranſit : et aeternam repetunt naſcentia noctem. 
Non de navali ſurgentes aere triumphi, 
Captivi currus ereptaque ab hoſte trophaca; 
Non civilis honos quercus, non umbra ccronae 
Muralis, laurique novum decus addere regi 
Angliaco poſſunt ; ſatis illum conſcia virtus, 
Geſtaque ſublimem tollunt : ad ſidera raptim 
Vi propria nituntur, opisque haud indiga noſtrae. 
Nunc ergo, ut populus felix cum regi potenti 
Fortunis paribus ſurgat; compagibus arctis 
Claudantur belli portar: et jam, myſtice euſtos, 
Mitior O! jam, dive, precor, melioribus orbis 
Aufpiciis, aliosque dies, aliumque tenorem 
Tandem habeat, jubeas: hie ferrea deſinat aetas 
(ligna, eſto, ſed ferrea erat) faſſusque metallum 
Pulchrius. annorum fe gratior explicet ordo. 
H aud iterum pavidos bellum turbabit agreſtes; 
At ſecura quies, at mollis ſomnus, amores 
Jucundi, ſaavesque joci cum dulcibus horis 
Perpetuum ducant orbem : hoc a cardine rerum 
Paulatim inciptant magni procedere menſes: 
Atque his flava Ceres, his ſormoſiſũ ma Flora 
Aſpiret; ſurgatque novo gens aurca icclo. 
Immunis belli, dextracque innixa Wilhelmi 
Terra Britanna ſui ſedeat; ſpectetque ruinas, 


Et cladem, et lachry mas, quarum pars nulla futura eſt, 


Externas; iraeque hominum miſeretur inanis. 
Ila inter motas fatum immutabile gentes 
Diſpenſet ; vincantque illae quas vincere mavult: 
Sie noto celſos tu: i ſab mts ibus agui | 
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Falatu implebunt colles : fic vallibus imis, 
lrriguos amnes inter, ſeges aurea in altum 


Surgct; et ipſa ſuas mirabitur Anglia meſſes: 
Delicias diva aeternas dum pectore pleno 
Fundet ; et ambroſios ſpirabit vertice odores. 
Aulai antiquae caecis exvrta ruinis 
(Qua Turres Albas, veterum penetralia regum 


| Voltei fabricata manu, Henricique labores, 


Cernere erat) juvenile caput Phocnicis ad inſtar 
Regia ſublimis toliat, melioribus, oro, | 
Auſpiciis, et quae fuerit minus obvia flammis. 

Alta, auguſta, ingens, dominoque ſimillima magno, 
Pandat ſe veneranda domus: captiva columnae 
Arma ferant ſacrae, belli monumenta cruenti, 
Spiculaque, ely peoſque, atque horrida ſanguine ſignaz 
Stabunt et Parii lapides, mediusque Wilhemus 


En ſpirans; humerusque recens a vulnere vivis 


Rorabit guttis : metuens pro vindice mundi 

A tergo apparet Genius, capitique minacem 
Aveitit mortem: jacet illa innoxia, inermis 
(Nam fic conſuluit Jovis indulgentia terris) 
Intrepidi ante pedes herois. Tu quoque magnam 
Partem opere in tanto, viridi Bovinda reclinans 
Leto, habeas, imo ſenior de gurgite viſus 
Lauriferum quaſſare caput : ſaxum evomit undas; 
Aeternique cadunt caeſo de marmore rivi. 

Tuque O! quae famae ſervas monumenta Britannae, 
Regis opus, regumque decus, cape dona tuorum 
Inclyta Winſoriac turris. Tu ſtellifer acther, 

Sig na geris, quibus ipſe ſuum et deleta ſuorum 
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Pectora diſtinguit, divisque accedcre juſſit 
Natſovius, proprioque pater decotavit honore. 
Pu circum Ormondi rohuitum my ſtica nectens 
Vi 1cla genu, potuiſti e uitem tocium addere regi: 
Red-litus his victor terris ſpoliisque potitus, 
Suppliciter vencrans divi ſub Nlilitis aram 
Vita facit: veterum juxta decora alta parentum, 
Botleros inter, victriciaque arma Bohuni, 

Ipſe ſuum clypeum, ſuaque aemula ſigna tuperbis 
Poſtibhus aptavit, tanti non immemor haeres 
Nomlnis aut proaviim dubitans extendere ſamam; 
Utcunque illa novi ſccum grave pondus honot is 
Attulit Oſſoridae mater Naſſovia genti. 

Sacvilli tu, diva, latus, tu lumine pcctus 


Sanctum ornas, ubi dulcis honos, ubi mille placendi 


Conjurant artes : labor unus ct una voluptas, 
Tollere depreſſos, et ſuſtentare jacentes. 

Hos brevis informet ſragilis dum ſpiritus artus, 
Indictus nunquam noſtris Sacvilius abibit 
Carminibus ; nunquam labetur pectore chari 
Om̃cium capitis: munus quia maximus ille 
Confert; collatique olim meminiſſc recuſat. 

Jura fidemque patrum, libertatemque Cavendos 
Aſſerere audentes, tuus amplo veſtit honore, 
Diva, favor: ſtabit longum ſortuna per acvum 
Alta domus: patrioque nitebunt ſidere nati. 

Per te Sanctmauri per te albotia proles, 
Felices ambo, veſtigia magna parentum 
Ambo luſtrantes, ſaxum ho: immobile dum tu 
Serves, nomina erunt. Tuque, O pars maxima muſae, 
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{| Odecus, O neſtrum, cui pulchro in corpore virtus 
Emicat, et ſincera fidcs (t gratia morum, 

Has Jerſace, (preces valcant ſi vatis amici, 

$i deus hoc carmen, deus hoc inſpiret Apollo) 
Has tanges aras; hinc cingula f{ucra decoro 

| Aptabis lateri, veterisque inſignia famae 

Villeriis ſucta, et tibi non ind«ebita fumes. 

Artibus intentum melior tum cura vocabit 
Heroa Angliacum, mirantem Annalibus orbem 
Exornare ſuis, ſe rosque docere nepotes 
Imperii arcana, et magna excmplaria belli. 

Hine, ut virtutem dociles, vrrumque laborem 
Cognoſcant, laudisque animi accendantur amore; 
Regis ad exemplum portis ſe prima juventus 

| Effundens, dum mane novum, dum gramina cancnt ; 
| Per ſaltus, gelidumque remus, praeruptaque ſaxa, 
Nunc cervos turbabit agens; nunc ardua inarmis, 
Et vigil ad vocem, qua fictum buccina ſignum 
Bellica dat, grave martis opus, ſub imagine lus dis. 
Paulatim ex tanto aſſueſcat tolcrare magiſtro: 

Ft nunc altus eques ſpatits magna atria circum 
Curvatis fertut; luctantia nunc premit ora 
Bellatoris equi ; nunc torto verbere pronus 

Dat lora et medio fervens in pulvere, ſtrictum 
Aut enſem quatit, aut certam jacit impiger haſtam. 

Pacis amans, ſtudiisque favens, ſocia agmina jungant 
Sancta corona ſenum, excmplis munitura minores, 
Qui virtutis honos, et quid ſapientia poſſit. 

Hos rerum juvet obſcuros penetrare receſſus, 
Et varias cauſas, nature arcana modeſtae, 
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Indiciis aperire novis clarisque repertis. ! 
Ulos degeneri audentes ſuccurrere ſec'lo, ; 
Cura gravis maneat morum, et labor Hercule dignus, [ 
E xonerare repletum immunda ſorde theatrum. = 
Sermones alii patrios, incertaque verba / 
Ad leges fixas revocent, veneresque decoras ; 8 
Ut late Angliacis, inſtructa annalibus orbis d 
Gaudeat, et noſtram reſonet gens ſingula linguam, 1 
Vindicis ante pedes quaecunque effuſa Britanni, 1 


Miſerat aut oppreſſa preces, aut libera grates. 1 
Neglectum in primis carmen, Muſamque jacentem 
Tollat amica manus: nam reſpondere labori F 
Muſa pio novit, regisque rependere amores. | 0 
lla patrum cineres ſanctos, verandaque buſta I 
Vulgari ſecernit humo, famamque ſilenti A 
Vindicat a tumulo : per Muſam notus Ulyſſes 
Spirat adhuc ; coramque virum jam cernere fas eſt ; A 
Muſae Agamemnonias palmas, ſemperque recentes 
Conſervare datur lauros: eadem illa Wilhelmi A 
(Cum ſtatuae, ſolidoque arcus de marmore ficti 1 
Deficient) longo nomen ſacrum aſſeret aevo. v 
Haud vero par officium, partesque premamus Fo 
Ingrati alternas; cum nil fine Caeſare pulchram, | Q 
Nil altum Muſae labor inchoat : altera junctam FE 
Alterius ſic poſcit opem, et conjurat amice. 1 


Igneus hinc numeris vigor, et coeleſtis origo ; p 
Hine effulgentes acterna luce Camoenae, | F 
Informi cedente ſitu, tenebrisque fugatis, l * 
Invida ſquallentis vincent oblivia noctis. F. 


Securos Britonum Commercia libera portus 
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Omni ex parte petent ; totum demiſſa per orbem 
pulchrior hinc Argo, meliori et vellere dives 
Annua dona feret ; ſpoliisque redibit onuſta, 
| Indiam in Europam portans, gazamque nitentem, 
Quae diffuſa jacet, qua fol utrumque recurrens 
Aﬀpicit occanum. Quaſcunque Britannica pinus 
Ingreditur ſublimis aquas, ſubmittat honores 
Navita quisque ſuos: puppesque inſigne ſuperbum 
Inclinent, faſſae, quem Tethys omnibus undis 
Elegit, dominum ; quem vaſto immobile fatum 
Deſtinat imperio, terraque marique potentem. 
Audivere preces divi: jamque Anglica claſſis, 
Qua dabit aura viam, tutum per aperta profundi 
Curret iter, nova regna petens, nova littora viſens, 
Ignotumque ſuis mittens ſub legibus orbem. | 
Alter tum Ganges, atque altera quae feret aurum 
India Naſſovio cedet : populique feroces 
Arma, artes, moresque ſcient, nomenque Wilhelmi. 
Suppliciter venerans, demiſſo lumine ſtabit 
Agmen agreſte virum; miramque loquentis ab ore 
Hiſtoriam eripiens, nunc fama et fata Wilhelmi, 
Vulnera, ſudorem, palmasque, peric'laque diſcet, 
Quae quibus anteferat dubitans; nunc quantus in armis, 
Qualis in hoſte fuit, quos bello et pace triumphos 
Erexit : matres, ut coclo decidit heros, | 
Tum natis referent: et vox, quam proferet infans 
Prima, Wilhelmus crit: tenebris inhoneſta tyranni 
Indecores capita abſcondent, tum dira ſuorum 
Supplicia, indignos gemitus, juſta<que querelas 
Ferre indignantes; cum conſcia ſama, pudorque 
Vol, Il, Y 5 3 
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Provocat ad meliora animos, cum bella Wilhelmi 
Bella quaterdenos lac ſis pro gentibus annos 
Confecta audierint, tandemque ſilentibus armis, 
(Majus opus) partos felici pace triumphos. 

Non dchinc hos miſeros myſteria dira doccbit 
Barbara religio : nulla horrida numina finget 
Vana ſuperſtitio, divitmque immania monſtra ; 
Naſſovii virtus cum ſe mirantibus offert, 
Piacſentem confeſſa deum; cum ſigna decoris 
Divini, acternaeque patent veſtigia mentis 3 
Herois deſcripta animis, et vindice dextra. 

Scilicet horrendi juſta ſine lege cometac 
Inccrtam lucem quatiunt, et erine minaces 
Sanguineo lugubre rubent, triſtesque trement! 
Indicunt iras orbi; nifi publica vota - 
Avertant laerum miſeris mortalibus omen. E 
At vero juſtis mundum qui temperat horis, 
Vera Jovis proles, coclo puriſſimus ignis, 

Non errore vago, caccaque libidine fertur; 
Certus iter fixum pcragit : curſusque diurnos 
Obſcrvant homines, et ſanclum ſidus adorant. 

Q Jane, O! diviim ſi flectere fata liceret; 

Si parcae Ang lorum precibus miteſcere ſeirent; 
Sol iſte ante ſium ceſſaret currere coclum, 
Qaam Rex Naſſovlus terrae fe ſubtrahet orbac 
Addendus yctis: ſed inecxorabile numen 
Omuc vomit mortal: aderit, volventibus annis, 
Dira fi.tura dies, et incluftabile tempus, 
Cum pms {mid mocſſo materia ſepulchro 
Cond stur; don. inis duc ſus plorabitas abſens. 
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At vos, O divi, ſi quill pin vota valebunt, 


Dic, in amicitiam cocant, teenmnque Britannam 
Conjurent ſcrvare domumn :$ communibus omnium 
Orati precibus, mag no procul omiue triſtem, 
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Vos precor, acterni, quinn hace jub numine tcllus, 
Tuque, O ſancte, tuis, burons, cackettia fim 
Pectora conſiliis; ſociique per actherà divi, 


Dii, removete diem; multosquc benignius anavs 
Accumulate ſacro capiti: da, Jane, ſenectam 
Immuncm curis, placiduque quicte potitam 2 
Sat bello Furopacque datum ett: ſatis arma juvrentus 
Senſit: ct ingentes teſtatur terra ttiumplios. 
Canitiem novus ornet honos; dum tempora circum 
Victrices inter lauros afſurgat oliva. 

En! hujus, Jane, auſpiciis naſcentia longuin 
Ec'la habeant omen pacis; lactique nepotcs 
Cros jucuadis agitent ful legibus annos ; 
Ante ferat quam coclo animam Jovis armiger alto, 
Nobile onus, patrioque heros poſcatur Oly mpa; 
Ambo ubi. Ledaci, ceu qui pedes ibat in hellem, 


Ceu luctantis equi ſpumantia qui regit ora; 


Magnus ubi Alcides fato, et Junonis iniquue 
Saevis ereptus juſlis ; ubi grande Maronis 
Argumrutum, auCtor Latii, regnique Britanni, 
Otia agunt; ubi tot radiantia nomina toto 
Acthere nota ſatis, quos omnes acquus amavit 
Jupiter, et meritis homines donavimus aris: 
Sero, ſane pater, coclo decus adde patenti 
Naſſovium ſidus, quod amica luce coruſcum 
Fulgeat, et dubiis oſtendat littora nautis 
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